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Summary: Sarah seeks to redeem earlier mistakes that took place six 
years ago. Chuck is battling through the horrors of war and 
protecting himself from further destruction at the hands of his old 
college lover. AU 


1 . Sarah Sees A Ghost 

_Disclaimer: I own pretty much nothing in this story, that never gets 
old saying that lol._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter One<strong> 
**Sarah Sees a Ghost** 

**2006** 


**CIA Headquarters** 

* *Langley 
>Virginia<strong> 

**United States** 

It was business as usual in the corridors of Langley. Which was as 
busy as it had ever been before. Though I guess you could expect as 
much, with the United States presently involved in two major 
conflicts. Sarah Walker and Carina Miller, two of the agencies most 
prized intelligence banks the Middle East has to offer are also in 
town on this particular occasion. The amount of informants these two 
agents alone control is said to account for more than forty percent 
of all actionable intelligence in the Middle East. 


They were heading along the corridors towards the main briefing room 



at Langley. Which is about to become host to one of the biggest 
gatherings of top brass since the Pre and Immediate after invasions 
of Iraq and Afghanistan, if Carina is to be believed that is. 

Though from what Sarah is hearing on the ground, the Insurgency is 
vastly spiralling out of control in Iraq. The amount of IED and 
suicide bombing attacks are increasing at a rapid pace to levels 
never seen before. And with the Taliban also putting up fierce 
resistance in Afghanistan all of the top intelligence directors and 
Army chiefs alike are becoming increasingly concerned that the 
conflict could spread to bordering regions and the US could end up 
being dragged into multiple wars. 

"So yeah, Ron was telling me, " Carina continued before pausing 
because her friend Sarah was just rolling her eyes at her. 'typical 
Carina' Sarah thought. She will sleep with anybody at any time just 
to gather intelligence. She always needs to know everything. Though 
Sarah had to admire her dedication in all honesty, even if she would 
never admit that to her good friend. 

"Do you want to hear what I know or not?" Carina continued. Upset by 
her friends facial expression of disapproval. 

Sarah puffed out a sigh before checking her watch. "You're going to 
tell me anyway so just hurry up and get on with it before we're 
late . " 

They had just entered the ladies restroom as Sarah had finished 
speaking. Both of the ladies paused briefly to remove make-up out of 
their handbags before both glancing at the mirrors hanging on the 
wall before Carina continued. 

"So, what I hear is that a Joint Task Force is to be formed. 

Comprised mostly of U.S. SF but will also include some British and 
French involvement and will be operated out of the Region, in both 
Iraq and Afghan, aimed at crippling both uprisings." 

"Who's in charge?" Sarah interrupted briefly, before continuing again 
"Wait no, let me guess. Colonel Casey, right?" Obviously, of course 
it was going to be Casey. He was loved by DOD personnel so in a Joint 
Task Force he was always going to be in charge 

"Yeah and one of DEVGRU ' s Commanders, someone called Bartowski . Not 
much is known of him, only that he's recently been awarded the Navy 
Cross and is said to have a personal bounty of $1 Million USD on his 
head in Iraq alone." Carina was so impressed by this mystery 
Commander, she'd recently even had fantasies about him actually. 

Which is kind of bizarre, because she doesn't even know what he looks 
like. There is probably only about a dozen people in total throughout 
the entire world who have access to his Military file, the same could 
equally be applied to any serving member inside DEVGRU for that 
matter though. 

Sarah froze immediately on hearing that name. The only name that 
could cause her to feel nothing inside, nothing but hurt and pain and 
misery and suffering. The name Bartowski terrorizes Sarah more than 
anything, even to this day, six years on from the worst day in her 
lif e . 


Sarah tried to shake clear her thoughts of all that pain, especially 



because her friend had stopped talking and was presently watching the 
face of her turning to shock. 

"Sarah, are you okay, you look like you've seen a ghost?" Carina 
asked, becoming concerned as her friend's face is getting paler and 
paler . 

"Not a ghost, just the name." Sarah replies, still trying to shake 
off all those dark thoughts. 

Not satisfied with the answer, Carina pressed on, "Do you think it's 
Chuck?" Carina asked, half concerned for her friend, half unable to 
help her gossiping curiosity. 

Sarah snapped out of her thoughts on hearing his name. 'Not him, no, 
it can't be.' she said to herself. 

"Don't you dare speak his name!" Sarah snapped, glaring at her friend 
like she was an enemy instead right now. 

Carina sighed, unsure what to do, unsure whether to drop it because 
of the evil eyes she was getting from her friend but she's never been 
one for the easy approach. "Sarah come ona€ You still cry yourself 
to sleep and spend large parts of your life in a drunken mess, and 
you still dream of him. I've heard you!" 

"Why don't you try to find him Sarah?" Carina asked with a heartfelt 
and sincere tone. 

"I don't deserve him." Replied Sarah with an unhealthy amount of self 
hate attached to the words. 

Carina touched the arm of her friend gently "Sarah, everybody 
deserves a second chance." 

Sarah immediately began to violently shake her head in disagreement 
with that statement "No, not me, I FUCKING CRUSHED HIM CARINA. 

Please, just drop it!" Sarah retorted. 

"But you wont get anybody else either, if not him, why not anybody 
else? You need to try to be happy and at peace with who you are. 
You're extremely beautiful. No, deadly. Men would kill for you, you 
could have anybody you ever wanted I've tried to get you with guys." 
Carina replied to her friend while looking around to make sure nobody 
else was around and eavesdropping on the two friends. 

"Well I'm not interested in men anymore." Sarah replied flatly, with 
no emotion in the words whatsoever, she absolutely meant everything 
she had just said. 

"You're not interested in women either! And don't I know it." Carina 
quickly replied, with a tad feeling of bitterness to her words before 
opening the door for her friend as they exited the bathroom to 
continue on with the final few footsteps of their journey. 

"Carina, you're the only person I've ever been with except him and 
it's staying that way. Nobody else will ever touch me, I belonged to 
one man." Sarah whispered to her friend making sure that nobody heard 
her. 'typical Carina' Sarah thought, airing all of their dirty 
laundry in the capital spy building of the world. 



"SarahaCi If only you could hear yourself speak, you need to get him 
back . " 

Carina retorted, also in a whisper as she held open another door and 
they were finally now standing inside the main briefing room where a 
pretty large crowd of people had already gathered. 

Sensing that they had no further time for conversation, Sarah closed 
off the conversation with her final few words in the most extremely 
faint voice as she could possibly muster "He's probably married now, 
has kids, I need to forget about him." She replied, glancing around 
the room, before she stopped dead in her tracks. 

"ChuckaC! ." was all she could breathe out. As her face met with the 
man she last seen six years ago. 

BOOM! Cliffhanger! 

The Walking Dead, your cliffhangers ain't got nothing on me! 

Find out how Chuck reacts soon :) And more! 


2. Is This Some Kind of Sick Joke? 

_A/N Thank you all for the initial reviews. I'm very pleased with the 
initial reaction to my work, and I hope that you will continue to 
enjoy everything else that I have planned over the coming 
weeks ._ 

_Disclaimer; Most of my stuff here is purely fictional. So please 
don't take anything that I put here as factual events of the Iraq 
War. As it probably didn't happen. Or even the United States Military 
in general. As I'm from Britain :P_ 

Chapter Two 

Is This Some Kind of Sick Joke? 

**Friday, August 11th** 

**2006** 


**CIA Headquarters** 

**Langley** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

Lieutenant Commander Bartowski, or Chuck Norris, as his troop members 
often refer to him as, and most of the guys from the other troops 
aswell in all honesty. Or just Chuck, as his friends call him. Though 
he is generally just known as Chuck to pretty much anybody and 
everybody when he's not going about official duties. Is the present 
Commander of Gold Squadron which he is currently filling in for an 
indefinite amount of time. Gold Squadron is a highly secretive 
Special Forces unit that forms part of DEVGRU. Which totals four 



entire Assault Squadron's with sixty personnel in each Squadron, 
which then divides further into 3 troops, which contains two to four 
individual squads in each troop. 

Aside from his present responsibilities, which entails being in 
complete command of Gold Squadron. Chuck's secondary 
responsibilities, and his role that he held prior to his current 
status, is being in command of one of the troops of Gold Squadron. 

The other two troops in Gold Squadron are commanded by Lieutenant 
Commander Cooper, and Lieutenant Commander Williams. 

Rumour is presently circulating the teams at the moment that Chuck 
could be given permanent command of Gold Squadron. Due to operational 
successes during their most recent tour of duty and the Navy's lack 
of options in finding a suitable commander with enough expertise to 
replace the temporary commander of the unit. 

The three sister Squadrons that partner Gold are Blue, Silver and Red 
Squadron. While also having Black, Gray and Green Squadrons in 
reserve for transportation and logistics. 

Chuck was presently sitting inside his personal vehicle, a BMW 2 
series Coupe. While waiting for the rain to subside enough for him to 
make a dart to the main entrance to CIA headquarters. Chuck was 
dressed in his service dress blues uniform. Accompanied with his 
white cap and he didn't want it to get soaked through. He hadn't 
brought neither his bridge coat nor his all weather coat with him 
because the shower was completely unexpected when he watched the 
weather forecast at 06:00 hours this morning. This rain shower 
appeared out of nowhere. Even if he had brought a raincoat with him, 
he would have been soaked right through by the time he removed it 
from the trunk anyway, as that's how bad the rain shower presently 
was. As the rain continued to bounce off the windscreen. Chuck's mind 
began to drift off into deep thoughts; This car was his pride and 
joy. Chuck doesn't get much enjoyment out of life these days; Chores, 
Personal Fitness, Gun Range, his car and team gatherings at family 
events such as Barbecue's with the wives, children and the men of his 
crack unit. Chuck gets on with all of them. As the team leader, it's 
his job to create a togetherness and a camaraderie between his guys 
that extends far beyond the reaches of the hell that they face in a 
war torn country. All the wives and the kids love Chuck. He's a very 
caring guy and makes sure that everybody around him is happy. 

But that's pretty much the entirety of what Chuck does when he's not 

deployed. And you know what, he's okay with that. It's not just 

Chuck. Ask anybody on the teams and they would tell you the same 
thing. It's their way of dealing with the tough challenges that come 
with being the U.S.'s most trusted operational unit. They see more 
front-line action in a month than most army units see throughout the 
entirety of an entire war. They have an incredible resilience built 
up inside themselves to protect themselves and most importantly, 
their brothers in arms from everything they are forced to see, and 
do, just to survive. For Chuck though, the hardest part to it all is 
when he comes home. He has that mental resilience when he's deployed 

overseas but as soon as he gets back on home soil he just can't seem 

to stay in the mindset that is needed when on operational duties. 

What makes it harder for Chuck is that he has no family of his own. 
Chuck can't just switch off like most of his buddies. No wife, no 
children. Nothing to devote himself to once he comes home. He's just 
left to mull over and replay every single bullet fired. Every drop of 



blood spilt around him. The blood of his friends. The blood of the 
enemy and even sometimes the blood of himself. Chuck has been injured 
multiple times in battle. Shrapnel wounds, stray bullets piercing 
through him. Hell even in one particular Iraqi suburb a stray dog 
attacked him. He recalls to himself with a brief smirk, one of his 
team members Chief Petty Officer Rodriguez raising his suppressed 
carbine rifle to put the dog down but Chuck pushed him out of the way 
and used his hands to render the dog temporarily unconscious instead. 
He didn't want to kill it. It was just an animal for Pete's sake. It 
was simply defending its property. Chuck really loved animals. He 
wanted some of his own but the truth be told who would there be to 
look after it while he was away? And he was away A LOT. 

Chuck doesn't even see his parents much. His father is an Admiral in 
the U.S. Navy. Yes, Chuck followed in his father's footsteps. His 
father was also a former SEAL team leader and while initially showing 
disapproval, his father eventually took to the idea of his only son 
in the Navy. His mother and his sister, Ellie, who is a doctor and 
her husband Captain Awesome as Chuck likes to call him are situated 
in Burbank. They didn't support his decision to join the Navy. 
Especially not at the expense of dropping out of college. But it was 
the only option to him, surely they could see his reasoning, he had 
no desire to finish college so it was either this, or a job in the 
buy more. On his graduation from Officer Candidate School, and 
subsequent BUD/S training and receiving his Trident however, even 
Ellie and his mother had an enormous sense of pride over his 
achievements. They acknowledged that he could have easily have given 
up, after what happened to him. 

From time to time Chuck still thinks about his life changing 
decision. And he still believes that the decision he made all those 
years ago was the only decision he could have made. He had to devote 
himself to something, to put all of his energy into it. It was the 
only way to get over her, to not think of her. 'How can the actions 
of just one sole person have such devastating consequences to the 
life of another person. How is it fair?' he has asked this particular 
question so many times over the years. And still hasn't found an 
answer . 

Since Chuck took the decision to sign up at that recruiting office 
six years ago, he has never fully been content with his family, 
excluding his father. Though he did attend his sisters wedding, in 
full dress uniform. Ellie said that he looked as handsome as she had 
ever seen him. Though she didn't favour his short hairstyle all that 
much. His mother Mary was also in complete agreement with her 
daughter. Chuck even brought along his two best friends Morgan and 
Bryce. Chuck's family had already met the pair before, as all three 
of them graduated BUD/S and Officer Candidate School together. 
Bizarrely, all three of them had lived in Burbank their entire lives 
and had never once met each other prior to enlisting. They were also 
known and recognized by their other teammates as the good, the bad & 
the ugly. The three amigos. The dumb dumb and dumber. And the three 
musketeers to name but a few. Yes, Bryce, Chuck and Morgan between 
them all took some serious stick because of their connection. What's 
even more bizarre is that all three of them enlisted into the Navy 
because of a girl. They have all have tried explaining this story 
countless times at one of the many bars they were at and 
unsurprisingly, nobody has believed them thus far. But it's 
completely true, Bryce Larkin enlisted into the Navy to impress his 
girl. However, with Chuck and Morgan, their reasons for enlisting are 



significantly darker. Though that's mostly just applied to Chuck's 
reasoning. As he had known Sarah for four years prior to her leaving 
him. Whereas Morgan had only been dating Anna Wu for a year. Before 
she decided to move to Hawaii to be with a Benihana chef. In all 
honesty, Morgan loves life right now more than he ever did. Since 
joining the teams, he hasn't had any problems getting women. In fact, 
a lot of women tend to throw themselves at him when he's stateside 
and at bars. Morgan has tried so hard throughout the years to try and 
get Chuck to move on from Sarah. Family aside, Morgan and Bryce are 
the only two people that truly know just how bad Sarah crushed Chuck 
when she left him all those years ago. They both tried to help him 
move on, but he never really has. He just built up a thousand walls 
between himself and the darkest day in his life. But Morgan doesn't 
intend to stop trying to help Chuck, because he loves him. He is his 
best friend and he's like a brother to him, no, they are brothers, 
and he wants him to be at peace. 

Sadly however. Chuck, Morgan, Ellie, Mary and others were forced to 
reconnect once more recently, as they attended the funeral of Chuck 
and Morgan's dear friend Bryce. Who was tragically killed, along with 
two other guys on their team while on operations in Iraq. Ellie and 
Mary also attended the funerals of the two other men under Chuck's 
command, to offer support for their family member, who they cherish 
dearly. The loss took a substantial toll out of Morgan and Chuck, but 
more so for Chuck. At the time of the incident, Morgan along with 
several other guys out of various troops of Gold Squadron were 
redeployed to another area, acting as a rapid reaction force to 
reinforce an active operation at the time of the incident, and as the 
Commander of the unit. Chuck always feels like the deaths of men 
under his command is somehow his fault. Whether that be through poor 
intelligence or poor decision making. Or any other reason that he can 
think of to pin the blame on himself. 

Chuck has reconnected with his family a lot more however, in recent 
weeks. As he hadn't really experienced deaths of his friends 
throughout his entire Naval Career thus far, in total he had lost 
three men under his command and one later unfortunately died of his 
wounds in hospital. But then that number had practically doubled. In 
the space of just one day. And it scared him, he couldn't help but 
wonder, is he next, is it his time? 

Some would say Chuck was lucky to have avoided that for so long, 
given how many missions his unit is given on a regular basis, but 
Chuck doesn't feel lucky right now, not in the slightest bit. 

But yes. Chuck loved the road. It was the only place he was truly at 
peace, he hates nothing more than to be in his quarters at base, or 
his own personal apartment on his own where he is forced to sit and 
let the demons circle and surround him, and choke him of air, he 
refuses to let the torment take over his life. No, on the road, he is 
at peace with who he is, with what he has done. And what he will do 
for the foreseeable future. 

Deep in thoughts still in the car park at the CIA headquarters in 
what seems to have been an hour but in actual fact only a few mere 
minutes he looks at his hands. 

The hands that have done and seen so much, he can picture things. He 
sees blood stains, grenade pins, his combat knife, a small box in the 
palm of his hands. If he had looked at his hands six years ago he 



would have seen only a few things, a book or a video game controller 
maybe . 

In all honesty, he doesn't even really know who he is anymore. 

Aside from his Coupe, Chuck also owns a Dodge Challenger. But that 
car is in Los Angeles, and he has barely visited his home city much 
at all in recent years. His main base when not on operational duty is 
situated in Virginia. He hoped that his other car was still okay, it 
should be however, as Captain Awesome was looking after it for 
him. 

The reason that Chuck is here today, waiting inside his car in a car 
park that must surely currently contain hundreds of auto mobiles 
while waiting for the rain to subside enough for him to make a dash 
for the entrance is that earlier in the week while back at his base, 
his Commanding Of f icer/Father had ordered him to report to Langley on 
Friday 11th August at 10:00 hours for an upcoming operational 
announcement . 

Chuck's executive officer. Lieutenant Grimes, who is second in 
command of Chuck's troop. Or 'the Dragon' as he is known by his 
teammates (don't ask why) or Morgan, as he is known to pretty much 
everybody except one sole person, John Casey, was also ordered to 
report for the briefing. 

Chuck had been home stateside for just shy of five weeks now. After a 
physically demanding four month tour that had expended all of Chuck's 
energy reserves with his unit in Iraq. Certainly the most challenging 
tour that Chuck had undergone yet. Coupled with the loss of several 
of his friends, he also faced fierce combat with insurgent forces 
that primarily took place in a city called Ramadi and he had been 
engaged in constant mortar fire, anti personnel mine booby traps, 
even snipers. One particular sniper had killed four Marines before 
Chuck was utilized to dispatch of him. Chuck was the team's primary 
Marksman you see. 

The whole country though was in tatters. Sectarian violence 
throughout the whole region, car bombings, IED's, suicide vests. 

There had even been minor reports in the city of U.S. troops becoming 
increasingly panicky and some reports circulating through the bases 
in the country of incidents of soldiers firing on unknown at the time 
civilians because of sudden hand movements. If Chuck hadn't seen it 
with a first hand account he would refuse to believe that the human 
race was capable of committing such atrocities, on both sides of the 
war, not just the insurgents. Hell and even him himself, he would 
never have believed that he could end a man's life with his own 
hands. And not just one either. Sometime during his last tour. Chuck 
is said to have racked up more than one hundred confirmed kills, 
according to Morgan and the rest of the team anyway. Chuck didn't 
exactly keep count of how many people he had killed, the thought of 
that actually makes Chuck feel quite sick inside. However, the grim 
reality was that as the primary Marksman, it was inevitable that he 
was going to see most of the action. And even if he wasn't a 
Marksman, the number would still be high. Because Chuck understood 
the reality of it all, it was them or him. Most of the action the 
SEAL'S had seen thus far had been overwatch protection, intelligence 
gathering and observation for Marine and other infantry divisions on 
the ground. Though there had been close quarters combat as the teams 
hunted High Value Targets. Chuck was known as a Guardian Angel to the 



infantry divisions on the ground, he was the local lore of the city, 
and he absolutely scared the living crap out of enemy insurgents in 
that city throughout that four month period that is for sure. With 
one particular terrorist cell even going as far as to have placed a 
$1 Million USD bounty on his head. Good luck with that he thought. 
It's pretty impossible to kill who you don't know, not even regional 
U.S. Army commanders knew who Chuck was. Well, only a handful of 
them, if it was absolutely need to know. 

Chuck's unit idolized him, to them, he was their hero. They would run 
through hell and back for Chuck, but that is no more than he would 
himself do in return ten-fold for every single guy in his 
unit . 

Which is how he got his most recent ribbon that he is presently 
touching. The Navy Cross. This is an incredibly touchy subject for 
Chuck and he visibly sighs and looks at himself dejected in the over 
view mirror when he begins to even remotely think about how he came 
to being awarded with this distinction. 

Chuck definitely didn't join the Navy to receive all the medals and 
ribbons he presently has sown onto his service/full dress uniforms, 
the number, for the record, is increasingly growing and has surpassed 
ten . 

If Chuck is even being honest with himself, he doesn't even want the 
medals. He absolutely did not do any of his exploits in combat to 
receive a medal. He does it out of an undying love held toward his 
brothers. And to help others, in the only ways he knows how. By 
laying his own life on the line to get the job done. 

Chuck believes that the public and the politicians back home should 
be more concerned with honouring the dead heroes, rather than the 
ones who are alive. Is laying your life for your country not a bigger 
sacrifice than an act of bravery? That most of the guys would do 
without hesitation just like Chuck. He certainly thinks it is. But he 
will wear this ribbon, and its accompanying medal, and all the other 
medals he's received with as much honour and respect of the uniform 
as he ever has. Because that's all he knows. 

The rain had now subsided enough and Chuck put his thoughts to one 
side and wiped away the lone tear from his eye that had appeared when 
he began to think of how he was awarded the Navy Cross and exited his 
vehicle before proceeding to head to entrance of the building, where 
his best friend and XO was waiting for him. 

Chuck smiled as he come within talking distance of Lieutenant Grimes. 
"Morgan, you are a god send buddy. Did I ever tell you how many times 
you have saved my life? Because you really have just now I could 
absolutely use this coffee right now, this weather is atrocious, much 
worse than what it was like when we were at BUD/S together." Chuck 
said to his friend joking as they both thought back to how they first 
met . 

"Woah, easy there buddy. That's a little bit of an exaggeration don't 

you think?" Morgan joked in reply to his best friend as he took a sip 

of his nice warm coffee that he had just picked up from the reception 
area before going back outside to greet his friend in the pouring 

rain. 'What other friend would do this?' Morgan said to himself, 

rather smugly. Morgan prides himself on being Chuck's best friend. 



It's a badge he wears with honour. 

"Yeah, maybe you're right there buddy, I was a little bit OTT 
there . " 

Morgan sharply nods his head in agreement, BUD/S was Morgan's worst 
nightmare. He still has nightmares about that bell noise and it still 
haunts him to this day, all those people dropping out. One by one. 
Though Morgan doesn't have pity nor feel sorry for them, he worked 
his damn ass off to get to where he is today, not many people have 
the mental resolve to be able to do it and he's a better person for 
coming through it though by the end of the course he thought he had 
died and had come back to life in another body somewhere that wasn't 
the one he was presently in. Every single part of his body was 
exhausted, and his brain. Chuck can relate entirely to how Morgan 
felt but you know what. Chuck actually enjoyed it. Never for one 
moment did Chuck consider throwing in the towel. 

They continue to drink their coffee as the two comrades and best 
friends headed inside into the main reception area, meeting a 
familiar face along the way 

"Yo, yo, yo ! Colonel Casey my man! How's it going!" Morgan yelled 
across the entire hallway of the reception area, which was rather 
large. There were about two dozen people in the main area and around 
ten armed security guards and most of the people in the area, 
including the guards turned to look in the direction of where 
Morgan's outburst had just originated from. 

Chuck just shook his head, Morgan will never change, and Chuck 
wouldn't want him to either. 

Chuck and Morgan closed the gap to meet up with Colonel Casey who 
they had previous connections with. They had served together on Joint 
Operations in several locations in the Middle East numerous times and 
Chuck and Casey had a great professional respect for each other and 
admired each other greatly. Morgan however? Well Morgan just got on 
Casey's darn nerves. 

Casey scowled as Morgan got near to him. "Grimes." He grunted out, 
before shaking his hand, rather reluctantly, still giving him the 
eyeball . 

His face turned to Chuck, and Casey's demeanour instantly changed 
into something of respect. 

"John, how are ya?" Chuck asked shaking the hand of one of the few 
men he greatly admired. He had learned a lot from working together 
with Casey. 

Chuck tapped him on the shoulder after finishing shaking his 
hand . 

Casey grunted at the action. 

"Eager for a darn mission, I've been laid up in Fort Bragg for 2 darn 
months. I need to shoot somebody already. I think I'm going 
insane . " 


Typical Casey response. Nothing new there. The two frogmen thought to 



themselves . 


The two sailors and soldier then headed toward the metal detector 
machines and had to surrender their personal sidearms, all three of 
them rather reluctant to hand over their most prized possessions. One 
of the security guards almost had to arm wrestle with Casey to get 
him to surrender his firearm. 

Once they have been cleared to pass the reception they received guest 
badges which they pin onto their service dresses, or in the case of 
Casey, his Army combat uniform. 

They are then asked by the security guards if they need help finding 
the briefing room. 

Chuck and Morgan begin to laugh, before Morgan continues, "We have 
found our way out of a lot worse hell holes than this place." Morgan 
jokes, which only furthers Chuck's laughter. None of the teams really 
like the CIA all that much. There is a deep professional respect 
there, that would never be put into question by any member of the 
military. Without the intelligence provided, guys like Chuck, Morgan 
and Casey wouldn't be in a job. But it's all cloak and dagger, and 
the teams don't like the tactics very much. And they absolutely don't 
like the torture methods, though if you asked Casey that one 
particular question, he might not be so sure. But in all, a military 
person likes to see the enemy coming at them, rather than be stabbed 
in the back. 

Even Casey managed a grin at that one. Grimes is an idiot, but he can 
be a damn funny one sometimes Casey thought, before taking the lead 
in the joke for one of the first times, probably ever. "Amen to 
that." Casey replied nodding. 

Sure enough, the three companions soon found their way into the main 
briefing room, without any help. And it was filling up fast, there 
was an oval shaped table in the middle of the room that could seat up 
to thirty, and Casey had told the two frogmen while they were finding 
their way here that it would be full, with on screens also (army 
chiefs and intelligence staff appearing via video communication) and 
as expected, the room was plastered with monitors hanging from all 
angles . 

Chuck and Morgan took their respective seats which was incidentally 
next to each other, their names had already been placed on the table 
so everybody knew where to sit and the briefing was due to start in 
five minutes. Chuck and Morgan engaged in some light conversation and 
shared a minor joke before they began to focus, as huge files were 
being given out containing the same information to each and every 
person in the room. The joking had stopped now, as Chuck focused on 
what was in front of him. Oh boy, this was going to be big, he had 
only power read through probably a sixth of the file when he glanced 
over toward Casey who just nodded. They could both tell by each 
others look that this was what they were waiting for, this was it, 
after Chuck's gaze went away from Casey he couldn't help but notice 
out of the corner of his eye some movement, he paid attention to that 
particular area of the room and what he just seen. He had to double, 
no triple, no quadruple take on what he had just seen. 

"That's not possible." He muttered. 



"Uh what's not buddy?" Morgan replied, looking to Chuck thinking he 
had just asked him something. Chuck however was completely 
disorientated and didn't even hear that Morgan had said anything, 
right now Chuck didn't even know Morgan existed. He was looking into 
the eyes of his worst nightmare. The woman who had butchered his 
heart into one thousand pieces that have remained twisted ever since 
that day. 

'It can't be her there is no way that is her. No, no, no, no, no. ' He 
kept saying over and over to himself in his head. 

'There is no way that this is possible. This is some kind of sick 
joke . ' 

He turned to glance at Morgan, still disorientated sure that it was 
some kind of sick prank from his best friend. But Morgan was 
completely focused on the intelligence file infront of him. 

Chuck refused to meet the gaze once more of Sarah Walker. He had 
begun to regain his composure and he knew it was her now. He looked 
anywhere in the room except at her again. He had a million questions 
racing through his mind, without a single answer in response to any 
of them. 

His broken heart was racing ten to the dozen. A million beats per 
second . 

There was no way he could have imagined that this was ever possible. 
His former lover, a CIA agent? 'No, no, no, no.' he looked up to the 
heavens, 'you win. I give you 10/10 for this one.' 

'You sir, are one sick person.' he said, once more looking up to the 
heavens . 

Chuck's brain began to start to fill with anger and rage. Pure 
uncontrollable rage. There is only two other times in his life he had 
ever felt like this. The first; six years ago, which coincidentally 
involved the very same woman he had just looked at! 'This woman is 
the reason I'm here.' he started to argue to himself. 'She's the 
reason I'm the monster that I am.' 

And the second time, when his best friend was killed in front of 

him. . . 

'She's the reason I had to watch my best friend diea€ | ' 

* * A/N **Hopefully I have answered here what drove Chuck to joining up 
in the Navy, he drew inspiration from his father, and he wanted to 
channel his energy into something positive, rather than completely 
break apart. Like he would have done if it were not for the Navy. I 
guess people can react either way to a break up. Though I think it's 
rather clear to all that Chuck still hasn't fully gotten over those 
issues that arose all of those years ago. Not by a long shot. 

until next time ladies and gents. 


3 . She Who Must Not Be Named 


I feel like I should try to clarify something; Casey and Chuck are 



only team leaders. They don't plan the operation, they just execute 
it. They're only in charge of the boots on the ground, not what they 
are tasked with doing. The Senior Military and Intelligence Chiefs 
are the actual people in charge of the Task Force. All of the 
planning comes through them. And what its overall objectives detail. 
And that ' s why Chuck and Casey are being briefed, as opposed to being 
the ones giving the briefing. _ 

Chapter Three 

She Who Must Not Be Named 

CIA Headquarters 

Langley 

Virginia 

United States 

Main Briefing Room 

The briefing for the upcoming tasking in the Middle East was just 
about coming to a closure. If you had to ask Chuck how much of that 
two hour long briefing he had actually paid attention to, he would 
give you an honest answer of a figure roughly around the forty 
percent region. Probably even Morgan was reaching levels of a high 
seventy percent mark. So this was significantly way of Chuck's usual 
very high standards that he set of himself. 

Chuck prided himself throughout his entire Naval Career thus far on 
having very high levels of tranquillity. To be able to switch off 
from everything around him, and to simply listen, and learn. But not 
today, and in defence of the young Commander, there was an enormous 
Elephant in the room. 

As for actual briefing itself, it was immensely diverse. It was 
divided into three main categories; Iraq, Afghanistan and the 
situation in neighbouring states and the region as a whole. 

The briefing on Iraq covered a broad spectrum; ranging from the 
freshly formed Iraqi government in early 2006, with initial reports 
indicating that it's not doing well, at all. It's under significant 
strain and is not performing to the levels that had been originally 
expected prior to it's forming. 

Other topics covered were; 

* Coalition troop death figures; once more, the figures were not good 
reading for military officials, which had predicted significantly 
less than what they are right now in the time frame that they had 
originally set. 

* Projected Coalition troop death figures by the time the conflict 
was over; once more, bad reading. Based on the most up to date 
information provided by independent surveyors of the conflict, the 
projected death total of Coalition troops by the end of the conflict 
was going to be much higher than the levels expected before the 
invasion of Iraq began. Though in part this is because of the sheer 
ferocity of the present ongoing Insurgency, intelligence officials 



had made an almighty cock up somewhere down the line with that 
one . 

'A particular pattern of trend is developing here.' Chuck recalled 
having said to himself at some point during the briefing. 'It's no 
surprise why the Politicians in charge are desperately searching for 
new ideas . ' 

The rest of the topics covered in the Iraq briefing were as 
follows ; 

* Civilian death figures; again, much higher than anticipated, 
however, this is also in part due to the Insurgency. 

* Projected civilian death figures; the number for this particular 
area was off the charts. A number far higher than what is 
acceptable . 

* Projected expenditure; over one trillion USD expected. 

* Projected time it will take to quash the Insurgency; five years, 
though this could rise significantly, if regional unrest continues at 
its current rate. 

* Rapid rise in forming of terror cells; this was deemed an 
intelligence failure. 

* Public War support back home; opinions in the polls are 
plummeting . 

All in all, the briefing for Iraq spelled out only one thing; That 
they needed to end the conflict as fast as they possibly could. And 
to minimize the already large loss of life. Or if not a fast end, 
they needed to give themselves a huge victory that they could give to 
the public, so they could justify to the American people their need 
to be there. And to turn the opinion polls back in their way. Not 
only that, American officials wanted to keep their status as the 
world's leading Superpower. And with Russia becoming increasingly 
powerful. The U.S. wanted to show its strength and resolve. 

One of the senior intelligence chiefs joked during the ending that if 
only they could find bin Laden right now. 

That was the type of victory the senior officials were hoping to 
achieve with the creation of this new 'Counter Insurgency' 
initiative. The idea behind it, is to hand over increased control to 
the Iraqi Army, and to begin to think about withdrawing Infantry and 
Marine divisions, and to counter balance this, they propose to give 
increased duties to the Special Forces, who they believe are more 
adequately equipped to fight an Insurgency, as opposed to an all out 
war that the regular combat divisions are trained in fighting. 

The briefing on Afghanistan was largely identical to the Iraq one. 
Record levels of violence, high levels of casualties, etc. Though one 
specific thing to come out of the country is that Opium export levels 
are still astronomically high. 


Just like Iraq, the proposal was troop withdrawals ASAP, and to give 
increased duties to the Special Forces. 



The files that Chuck had been handed when he first arrived at the 
briefing room contained the gist of pretty much everything mentioned, 
so what Chuck had missed, he would be mulling over again over the 
coming days . 

It wasn't just the U.S. who was taking a hit though. The British 
government were also lacking opinion support in the polls, which is 
why they had also offered personnel to this task force including 
their highly prestigious and elite 22nd SAS unit. As a matter of 
fact, they had also sent a representative at the request of the DOD . 
One Captain Cole Barker. Again, just like Colonel Casey, Chuck had 
prior experience of working with the Brit, and just like with Casey, 
they shared mutual professional respect. 

To further support everything highlighted during the briefing, what 
Chuck and Sarah and even if you want to include Cole and Casey and 
Carina for argument sake were all hearing during the briefing was 
almost identical to what they were hearing from their Informants, or 
in the case of the soldiers and sailors, seeing first hand. 

And that was officially the end of the briefing. As Military and 
Intelligence chiefs alike began to depart from their seats, 
stretching their legs after being stationery for an extended period 
of time. Most people in the room took a few minutes to digest 
everything they had just heard. Or to look over the files they had 
been handed. But Chuck had more pressing matters occupying his mind. 
He needed to get air, and he needed to think. He couldn't breathe 
very well right now. He got up to head for the exit, which normally 
would be quite a strange action from Chuck, because generally after 
briefing like that, he would take the time to digest it all together 
with his XO . But there was plenty of time to do that before they 
deployed, he just needed to get as far away from here as he possibly 
could. Outside of the briefing room it was much cooler and Chuck had 
calmed down a little once more, though it wasn't enough. He needed to 
get to his car and take a ride somewhere, anywhere, so he could clear 
his thoughts. He wasn't due to report to his CO until 17:00 hours and 
it was only just after 12:00 hours so he had plenty of time to do 
whatever he wanted. 

Chuck was idling around outside the Briefing Room waiting for his XO, 
who he couldn't just take off from without saying a word to when Cole 
Barker left the briefing room. Cole instantly recognized Chuck, and 
vice versa. 

Cole covered the slight distance to his American counterpart, before 
greeting him in a husky Scottish accent. 

"Good afternoon. Commander." Cole says to Chuck, mid hand 
shake . 

"Likewise Captain. How are you?" Chuck replied, not forgetting his 
manners, despite his present personal crisis, in response to his 
British counterpart. 

"Quite jet lagged, to be frank." Cole attempted a joke in response. 
Though rather surprisingly, he noticed that his American colleague 
seemed to be quite pissed off right now. Especially more so than he 
had previously seen him, and they had met several times over the 
years. Chuck was usually one of the most approachable guys that Cole 
had, had the pleasure of working with while on active duty and even a 



combined Joint Training Exercise they had undertaken together. 


Just as Cole had finished his miniature joke to Chuck, to which Chuck 
didn't really feel like responding to, as he wasn't in the best of 
moods to be joking right now. Colonel Casey had appeared exiting the 
briefing room. Chuck, with his customary hospitality to his British 
counterpart, introduced the British Captain to the American Colonel, 
as neither of them had previously met. Though Chuck didn't know that, 
but he treated it as such regardless. 

"Captain Barker, I'd like you to meet a good friend of mine. Colonel 
Casey . " 

"Colonel, I don't think we've had the pleasure before?" Cole asks in 
response to Chuck's introduction, as he shakes the hand of the 
American Colonel. 

"No, we haven't. It's nice to meet you Captain." Casey nods, as he 
greets his British counterpart. 

"WellaCi As good as it was to catch up with you again Chuck, I'm 
afraid that I have a plane to catch. I'll be seeing you two fella's 
out there." Cole says, awaiting their response before swiftly 
departing . 

The two American military officers nod in response to Cole's farewell 
before he swiftly departs. 

Casey begins to chat excitedly with his Navy counterpart. "This is it 
Bartowski, enough with all of that reconnaissance nonsense, we're 
finally going to hit them, hit them where it hurts. They've been 
reinforcing their positions for eighteen months now and we've sat 
around like donkey's and done nothing but observe. But now it's our 
turn." Casey says, with an enormous grin on his face. Because he will 
now be able to shoot people. 

"Oh yes, just bloody splendid, isn't it!" Chuck replied in a rather 
sarcastic tone. And certainly loud enough for people in the immediate 
vicinity of him to turn around and look disapprovingly at 
him . 

"Woah, are you okay there Chuck? You don't seem your normal self?" 
Casey replies, raising his eyebrows at the change in personality from 
one of the only people he would consider to be a friend. 

"Yeah, lookaC | ... I'm sorry John. I just have a lot going through my 
mind this morning, is all." Chuck replies sincerely, unwilling to 
elaborate further. 

Before saying to himself 'Where the hell is Organ, I'm going to kill 
him if he doesn't get his ass out here right this instant.' 

Casey can relate. 'It's probably that Grimes, he's probably done 
something to piss Chuck off.' Thinks the Colonel. 

"Eh, we've all been there. What's that moron Grimes done to piss you 
off?" 

Chuck snickers, though he was unable to reply because he was 
interrupted by somebody else. 



'What is this, a fucking pantomime?' Chuck says to himself, becoming 
increasingly impatient at people stopping him from leaving this 
place. The last thing that Chuck wants right now is she who must be 
named coming out next . 

"What was that, sir?" Morgan asked as he had finally exited the 
briefing room, though in rather close proximity with a red haired 
presumably CIA agent, as Chuck noticed her sitting next to she who 
must not be named. 

Chuck was so happy right now, Morgan was here, and he could finally 
get out of here. Before he was forced to reconnect with she who must 
not be named. 

"I said you're a moron, moron." Casey snickered to himself at his own 
joke . 

Or not . 

"Thank you very much for the compliment, sir." Morgan replied to the 
Colonel while sporting a bright beam on his face. If you asked the 
Lieutenant the one thing he liked to do most in the world, he would 
tell you without hesitation to wind up the Colonel who is presently 
grunting in response to Morgan's latest attempt at getting under the 
Colonel ' s skin . 

"How about this for a compliment, the last time I worked with you 
frogmen, I had to come save your asses because you pissed of the 
locals. It's going to be great when your sorry asses have to beg for 
me to come help you again. I'm looking forward to this mission 
already." Casey snickers. There is absolutely no way he is going to 
let that fool get one over on him. 

"Nah, " Morgan said confidently, pausing before continuing "we just 
showed them a picture of you, you're enough to piss anybody off, 
isn't that right Chuck!" Morgan burst into uncontrollable laughter, 
expecting Chuck to join in the laughter with him, even going as far 
as to nudge his CO ' s shoulder to encourage him to laugh with 
him . 

However, Chuck just physically snarled and sensing Chuck wasn't about 
to laugh anytime soon, he stopped laughing. Actually by the look on 
Chuck's face, the complete opposite was about to happen. "Was it a 
bad joke?" Morgan asked. 

Chuck hadn't even bothered to respond. 

Sensing something wasn't quite right with Chuck at the moment, which 
is strange, as he was a completely different person prior to the 
briefing, and the Colonel was positive that it wasn't anything about 
the briefing itself, because Chuck usually loved them and he was in 
his element during them. He decided to leave the two SEAL'S to be on 
their own. 

"And on that note. I'll be on my way out of this darn hell hole. I've 
got better things to do than waste my time with a group of frogmen." 
Casey said with his parting note, trying to lighten up the mood a 
little bit before Chuck killed his XO. 



Casey waited to receive an acknowledgement from the two SEAL'S, to 
which he gets a nod from Chuck and a wide grinning Morgan, who feels 
like he got the upper hand on the Colonel, in this particular 
engagement, the Colonel departs. 

Mentally worn out, after this ridiculous charade. Chuck is elated 
that there is nobody else in the briefing room who could possibly 
stop him from leaving, other than she who must be named, and would 
you believe it. Chuck wasn't even surprised anymore. From the minute 
he seen her enter the briefing room he knew somebody up in the 
heavens had it in for him, because that ' s the same person who has 
just exited the room. 'And what the heckaC | ... she's coming straight 
toward me . ' 

Chuck was panicking inside. There was no way he could avoid her now. 
He just had to hope and pray that she didn't recognize who he was 
anymore. 'Clearly she didn't even remotely think as much of me as I 
did of her. The way she left me that day, the way she treated me when 
she broke up with me was not the actions of somebody who was in love 
with you.' Chuck believed he had been shown more remorse by enemy 
combatants than Sarah Walker had shown him, on the final day he ever 
saw her, until today. 

'She's probably had one hundred boyfriends since the last day we seen 
each other. There is no way she is going to recognize me.' 

It's like Chuck had frozen in time because they were only a few feet 
apart from each other while Chuck's mind was racing with all these 
thoughts. His brain was exploding. 

It was still technically possible that she wouldn't recognize him. 
Because throughout the entire briefing after he had initially seen 
her and met her gaze just the one time, from quite a distance, he had 
completely avoided all of her further gazes entirely. But what 
subterfuge can you deploy when she's standing just metres infront of 
you, looking right at you. 'Please don't recognize me, please don't 
remember me.' Chuck is begging to himself. 

He turns his gaze away, as she is almost within touching distance, he 
shifts his gaze anywhere, to Morgan, to the red headed female, down 
at the floor, oh crap that was a bad idea, because as his gaze hit 
the floor, he couldn't help but take in her figure that she had on 
show. Sarah was wearing a suit blouse and matching skirt with high 
heels and every single inch of her perfect body was on 
display . 

'STOP IT CHUCK, STOP! THOSE! THOUGHTS! NOT AGAIN! NOT LIKE THIS!' He 
yelled to his brain working five hundred overtimes combined into 
one . 

Suddenly, he heard somebody speaking. In a voice he hadn't heard for 
six whole years. It's exactly as he remembers it to be. The voice 
that brought him so much joy and happiness for so many years, only 
for it to bring complete sorrow, and misery for eternity with just a 
few simple words. 

"Chuck, how did you join the SEAL'S?" She asks, and he can't help but 
meet her gaze again. And what a mistake it was. Those perfect, 
alluring blue orbs that he used to get lost in for hours on end. That 
long flowing perfect blonde hair. 



This is why he joined the Navy! To distract and distance himself from 
all these memories and thoughts, and in an instant, all those years 
of forgetting, destroyed, by something as simple as looking into the 
eyes of the person who healed his heart, only to crush and stamp on 
it a thousand times until there was nothing left. 

And that question. Oh boy that question, he should be asking a 
question of his own, 'How are you so beau' he didn't allow himself to 
complete that adjective, because that would be it. His brain would 
turn to mash if he did. 

'DON'T DO IT TO YOURSELF AGAIN.' an inner voice suddenly screams at 
him . 

'SHE BROKE YOU ONCE CHUCK.' it continues to scream. 

'DONT SHOW HER YOU ARE WEAK' continuing even further. 

'YOU ARE A NAVY SEAL COMMANDER FOR GOD SAKE.' the voice continues to 
scream at him. 

'USE YOUR TRAINING.' It screamed in a deafening roar causing Chuck's 
brain to pop 

'BUT I CAN'T REMEMBER ANYTHING' He screams back. 

He's had to decide, as it had been seconds since she had asked him 
that question and he was disorientated once more. He can't let 
himself go back to how he felt all those years ago. 

So Chuck closes off. He shuts down his emotions entirely, 'Oh this is 
much better, ' he tells himself. As his brain continues to shift into 
the only mentality that he knows will be able to protect himself from 
falling into a dark hole again. He shifts his mind as if he were 
deployed in combat. And was presently dealing with somebody he didn't 
like very much. 'Yes, this is good, ' he tells himself. This will 
protect him, this will keep him safe. 

He finally snaps out of the gaze of the hostile in front of him, and 
slips into full combat mode. 

"Agent Walker, is it?" Chuck asks, before waiting for visual 
acknowledgement that she is actually a CIA Agent. 

Sarah looks confused, now she's looking disorientated. 'It's 
working.' he tells himself. 

Sarah can only nod, in confirmation of the question. 

"I'm afraid that information is highly classified, and way, way, way 
above your pay grade . " 

Sarah did a double take, she was gob smacked, is she absolutely sure 
this is Chuck? 

'Oh this is perfect.' Chuck continued to praise his resolve. That he 
was standing firm and dealing with this intruder. 


She looked him up and down. 'Why is she doing that.' Chuck asked 



himself . 


"Chuck, it's Sarah, don't you remember me?" She asked, with a large 
portion of emotion to her voice. 

Chuck didn't pay attention to what Sarah had said though, instead, he 
paid attention to what her arm had just done, in order for Sarah to 
keep balance, she had moved to put her hand on Chuck's shoulder, his 
facial expression physically scowled before proceeding to 
reply . 

"Agent Walker, if you don't remove your hand from me. I'll be forced 
to do it. And trust me, you don't want that." 

Sensing the Commander wasn't playing around, Sarah removed her hand 
from the Seaman who had shifted his body into an aggressive position 
when she placed her hand on him. 

And with that. Commander Bartowski retreated several steps before 
turning and walking away as quickly as he possibly could to find the 
reception and retrieve his personal sidearm before leaving this darn 
hellhole, leaving everybody who had just watched the commotion, and 
Sarah, physically shocked. 

**Acronyms Used in this Chapter: XO a€" Executive Officer** 

* *DOD a€" Department of Defence** 

**fella- British slang for any human male.** 

**SAS a€" British Special Forces** 

**frogmen a€" a term used to describe navy divers, often used to 
describe Navy SEAL'S** 


4 . My Chuck 

_Previously; Sensing that they had no further time for conversation, 
Sarah closed off the conversation with her final few words in the 
most extremely faint voice as she could possibly muster "He's 
probably married now, has kids, I need to forget about him." She 
replied, glancing around the room, before she stopped dead in her 
tracks ._ 

_"Chucka€| ." was all she could breathe out. As her face met with the 
man she last seen six years ago._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter Four<p> 

My Chuck 

Friday, August 11th 2006 
CIA Briefing Room 


Langley 



Virginia 
United States 

Sarah had to be helped to her seat at the briefing table by her 
friend Carina, after her friend had paused and was stood like a 
zombie with her eyes fixed onto one particular part of the room for 
about a minute. Following the gaze of her friend, Carina set her eyes 
on two Navy officers in their mid twenties. The reason she knew their 
age, was because she already knows one of them. Lieutenant Grimes. 

She had met him at a bar a few nights previously. The other must 
surely be Chuck. 'It must be him, it must be Chuck.' Carina said to 
herself . 

Carina has never once seen her friend Sarah like this throughout the 
entire seven years that she had known her. Way back to the CIA 
Academy. Only Chuck could do this to her. Carina was absolutely sure 
of that. That being the case, and sensing that her friend Sarah was 
in a complete state of shock right now, and that she wasn't about to 
move any time soon, Carina took the lead and physically helped Sarah 
move to take her seat, which was luckily just in front of them, so 
they barely had to walk more than a few metres. Sarah just slumped 
into her seat and didn't even bother to tuck herself in. She just 
sat, and continued to stare in the direction of the person who has 
just turned her into a condition that can only be described as frozen 
human ice. 

There was a million things racing though Sarah's mind right now. I 
guess the biggest and most important one of all is how the hell is 
Chuck sitting here, in the main briefing room of the CIA, dressed in 
Navy uniform, being briefed on an upcoming special forces task force. 
'MY CHUCK IS A NAVY SEAL?' 

She kept repeating to herself over and over. 

Sarah felt like she was having another panic attack inside right now, 
and she couldn't breathe very well. She needed to find some immediate 
answers to what the hell was going on. Her entire life has just been 
turned upside down with this immediate revelation. 

Sarah's mind began to form a puzzle, on how Chuck could go from being 
a studier of Engineering at Stanford University to being a Navy Seal 
Commander, and everything that accompanied that job description. Her 
Chuck couldn't kill people. Not her Chuck. 

Sarah had first met Chuck while they were both attending a Stanford 
University tour. Which offered them a chance to look around the 
University for the upcoming classes that were due to start the next 
year. They fell in love not long after that tour, and the following 
four years were the best of Sarah's life. 

Sarah began to piece the puzzle pieces together in her mind. For 
Chuck to be that far advanced in rank, he must have surely served in 
the Navy for at least five years. And with all the training attached 
to being a Navy Seal, and initial officers training, it would work 
out to a figure of around six years. 

Sarah began to feel physically sick inside. Six years, that number, 
the amount of years that have passed since the worst day in her life. 
The amount of years that have passed since she last set eyes on the 



man she loved far more than anything else in this world. He was the 
only person she loved, he was her life. 

Six years five months and twenty eight days since the day she was 
ordered to break up with him. With nothing more than a 'Security 
concerns ' answer given from the man who ordered her to break up with 
the love of her life. Director Langston Graham, CIA. 

Sarah didn't want to do it. How could she simply just leave and walk 
out on the man she loved more than anything. 

'But maybe it is for the best.' She remembers thinking at the time. 
She absolutely didn't want him in the life she had been living for 
nearly a year. And she couldn't live another day with all of the lies 
and deceit that she had to do to Chuck. And the red test. That 
horrible, horrible moment in her life. It had took place in January 
2000 and she hadn't been able to look at Chuck the same way again in 
the immediate weeks that followed it. 

Either way, Sarah was going to lose. If she had come clean to Chuck 
that she had been spying for the CIA, who were monitoring people on 
her campus for nearly a year, and she had killed a man. Would Chuck 
have honestly still loved her? He would have broken up with her that 
instant . 

So she didn't see any other way she could have gone about it. She 
couldn't face him breaking up with her, seeing that look of disgust 
on his face when she tells him she had killed somebody. No, Sarah 
couldn't handle the thought of that. She had to end it. 

But now look at him. Here he is right now, sitting in the same room 
as her, as a Special Forces Operative. 'How many people has he 
killed?' She begins to wonder. '10, 20, 50, 100, more?' She asks 
herself, all the while becoming more and more shocked at the 
revelation. Then it hits her. The reason he is where he is right now, 
it's her fault. She caused this, all those people he's killed, 
everything he's done since becoming a Navy Seal, it's all her fault. 
And she hates herself. How could she do that to her Chuck. Tears 
begin to fill her eyes. 

She still can't take her eyes off him. He's changed so much, those 
curls that she loved, gone. Replaced with a short hair, though from 
what she could see, she could easily grow to like that particular 
style much more than the curls, it suited him great. She couldn't 
make out much more of his physical appearance, due to him being 
seated, but he was A LOT more tanned. 

Since they shared eye contact around ten minutes ago, he hadn't 
looked back her way since. 'Maybe he doesn't recognize me anymore.' 
She wonders. Based on his physical appearance, he probably has women 
throwing themselves at him. And it's been so many years, and all the 
things he's probably seen and done. 'Yes, he definitely doesn't 
remember me.' She begins to convince herself. 

Sarah's brain suddenly hits a revelation. She remembers a 
conversation they shared, when she had asked him if he ever had 
thoughts about joining the Navy like his father; 


"No way, he's never home. You know what, I actually hate the Navy. 
And how could I just leave you, I love you. You're all that matters 



to me Sarah. Nothing else. I don't want anything or anyone 
else . " 

"You're so sweet Chuck, and I love you too." She remembers saying, as 
her heartstrings begin to pull and feel things she hasn't felt in six 
years. Unable to stop the tears flowing in her eyes, she doesn't even 
attempt to. 

Carina glances at her friend, and spots her tear filled eyes. 

Carina's heart melts, she can't imagine what her friend is having to 
go through right now, but there's nothing she can do. They're in the 
middle of a Military briefing. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The briefing had now ended, and for Sarah, those two hours were 
the longest two hours of her life. Sarah didn't care what was said 
during the entirety of the briefing, she's done enough for the CIA. 
'Who cares about a stupid briefing.' She had said to herself at some 
point during the two hour briefing. Though there was one particular 
moment of interest to Sarah of that briefing she had paid attention 
to. And it was when Admiral Bartowski was introduced by General 
Sanders, who was heading up the briefing, and on hearing his name, 
Sarah snapped out of her deep thoughts that she was presently having 
the about the Admiral's son and paid attention to the main monitor. 

In return, which was actually quite surprising to Sarah, the Admiral 
seemed to glance over in the direction of Sarah, rather briefly, as 
it was a two way broadcast and everybody appearing via video uplink 
could see everybody inside the briefing room.<p> 

Sarah needed to speak to Chuck. She needed to know why he joined the 
Navy. This was never supposed to happen. 

"Sarah, are you okay?" Carina suddenly asked. 

Sarah jumped out of her skin. To be honest, she had forgot that 
Carina was even here. 

"I'm fine, please leave me alone." Sarah retorts. Unable to take her 
eyes off Chuck who had got up and was heading for one of the several 
exit doors to the briefing room. 

"Okay, I'm here if you need me." Carina replies, sincerely rubbing 
the arm of her friend. Before she gets up from her seat, and heads in 
the direction of Lieutenant Grimes, who had been giving her the 
occasional wink throughout the entirety of the briefing. 

'Now is your chance Sarah. It's now or never, you might never see him 
again. You need to know.' Sarah tells herself as begins to regain her 
composure and begins to psych herself up into talking to her former 
lover . 

It had been two or three minutes and Sarah could see that Chuck was 
outside, thanks to a window view and sensing that he was about to 
leave. She took a leap of faith and began to head in his direction, 
becoming increasingly nervous each step she took toward his 
direction . 


She had opened the door and was now metres away from him. Carina was 
chatting away with some Navy officer, probably a friend of Chuck's 



and Chuck was on his own, sensing now would be a good time to try and 
talk with him, she began to step closer to him. While at the same 
time, she was taking in his appearance. He was now gazing at her, 
with those same perfect hazel eyes, oh how she has missed 
those . 

Inching closer to her former lover, Sarah could now also fully take 
in his appearance, he was so much more masculine, with muscle growth 
in every single part of his body. As Sarah got closer she noticed 
some broken facial bones, adding to the masculine look of him. And 
his uniform, oh how it suited him. The last time Sarah was having 
thoughts like these, was to the exact same man more than six years 
ago . 

Sarah had now stopped walking and was in touching distance of Chuck 
and he had only took his gaze away from her for a brief second before 
she noticed how he then shifted his gaze to look her up and down 
'This must be good, he surely remembers me.' Sarah thought 
positively, before taking a leap of faith and trying to talk to him. 
Though she can't think of anything to say, how can you start a 
conversation with somebody who you last seen six years ago and broke 
up with only to find him in the last place you expected to see 
him. 

'I should probably start with the elephant in the room.' She says to 
herself . 

"Chuck, how did you join the SEAL'S" She asked him. 

Chuck's gaze had now shifted from what can only be described as 
admiring her body to meet her eyes again, and once more Sarah gets 
lost, looking into his alluring perfect eyes while her stomach is 
turning inside out as she anxiously waits for a response from him. 

She notices a look of confusion beginning to appear on Chuck's face, 
almost like his mind is becoming disorientated, she's still waiting, 
anxious in what feels like an eternity, before he finally 
responses 

"Agent Walker is it?" He asks. 

Sarah's brain instantly stops dead in its track. 'Huh' She says to 
herself. 'What the heck?' Sarah doesn't know what is happening, she 
can only nod her head in response as once more like earlier, she is 
in a state of shock again. 

On seeing her nod. Chuck continues "I'm afraid that information is 
highly classified, and way, way, way above your pay grade." 

Once more, Sarah's brain stopped dead in her tracks. She doesn't know 
how to respond to this, this is the most awkward situation that she 
has ever been in throughout her entire life. She's physically gob 
smacked. Sarah's legs feel dead weight, like she's about to 
collapse . 

'Are you absolutely sure this is Chuck?' She asks herself before once 
more looking up and down Chuck's appearance. 'No, this is absolutely 
him. ' 


Sarah doesn't know how to continue, and feeling like she is about to 
fall over, she reaches her arm out onto the nearest thing to keep 



balance, which so happens to be Chuck's shoulder, before 
responding . 

"Chuck, it's Sarah, don't you remember me?" She asks, feeling as if 
she is about to break apart once more as all of these emotions are 
too much for her. 

What happened next, Sarah would never have imagined in a million 
years 

"Agent Walker, if you don't remove your hand from me. I'll be forced 
to do it. And trust me, you don't want that." He says once more in 
the same hostile menacing tone that he had used with her in the brief 
conversation they had shared. 

Sarah was breaking apart deep inside right now. She couldn't speak 
anymore, she had nothing further to say. What can you say in response 
to that? 'He clearly does not want to talk to me.' Sarah says to 
herself, physically shaking in shock. 

Sighing, she removes her arm from Chuck's shoulder, her world falling 
apart as he begins to fade into the shadows. He'd vanished out of 
sight now, and Sarah was just standing, rooted to the spot where she 
had just been involved in a confrontation with her former lover, 
tears filling up in her eyes. 

"Sarah?" Morgan says with a tad bit of anger to his tone as he 
realizes just who this woman actually is. 

Sarah snaps out of her dream, before looking in the direction of 
Morgan, who was trying to put all of the pieces together "I'm sorry" 
is all Sarah can say, before she lets out a sob, before she turns and 
runs off into the direction of the woman's rest room as fast as she 
possibly can. 

"What the hell." Morgan says to Carina, who was looking as shocked as 
Morgan was . 

"I should go after her." Carina hastily replies. 

Morgan absolutely agrees "go, go" he says as he ushers her with his 
hands in the direction of the woman's rest room where Sarah had just 
ran off to. 

Carina quickly entered the bathroom, and seen her friend sitting 
inside one of the cubicles fully sobbing, she hadn't bothered to lock 
the door, and Carina rushed in and began to attempt to soothe 
probably one of the only people she loves in this world 

"Ssh Sarah," she pauses "I'm here. I'm right here." she says as Sarah 
hugs into her 

"I'm sorry." is all Sarah continues to say. 

"Let it all out." Carina says to her friend as she hugs and kisses 
her forehead, wiping away all of the tears on her friends face. 


5. I Love You Sarah 



_A/N It seems as though I miscalculated the actual distance from CIA 
headquarters to Chuck's base. I had to make a slight readjustment to 
that. It's actually slightly affected some of my pre plot aswell. As 
both of the locations are in Virginia, I didn't expect there to be 
200 miles between the two! Haha. Jeez. Britain is such a small 
islandaC i _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Five<strong> 

**I Love You Sarah** 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Naval Air Station Oceana** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

* * U S * * 

**14:45 hours Eastern Time** 

The 200 mile drive back from Langley to Virginia Beach that Chuck had 
just made didn't do much good at all for his tranquillity levels. He 
still had a million questions running through his mind, as he began 
to piece and put together more and more pieces to the puzzle on how 
Sarah Walker went from leaving his life six years ago to that 
briefing room. He couldn't concentrate or focus properly the entire 
journey, which almost caused him to crash his car somewhere along the 
95 from Washington to Richmond. He needed some questions answered, 
and he was heading back to his base in record speed to get one in 
particular answered. 

Applying pressure to the brakes on his car. Chuck came to a stop at 
the security checkpoint outside the main gate to his base. A Sailor 
then approaches the Junior Commanders car, followed by another Sailor 
accompanied with a canine sniffer dog as he begins to walk around the 
perimeter of Chuck's car as Chuck starts to wind down his drivers 
side window. 

"Good afternoon. Commander." The Sailor says, addressing the 
Lieutenant Commander who he'd probably seen pass through these gates 
dozen of times, but orders are orders. 

Chuck then shows the Seaman his personal Navy identity card, needed 
to get onto the base. 

The experienced Chief Petty Officer waits for the all clear from his 
subordinate handling the canine before then nodding to the Lt 
Commander presently inside his vehicle. 

"Thank you. Commander." The Sailor signals to another Seaman inside a 
hut to lift up the barrier, as well as open the main gates to the 
base . 

"You have yourself a good day Chief." Chuck says as he prepares to 
continue the final part of his journey. 



"Thank you sir, and you." The experienced Chief Petty Officer 
replies, before standing to attention to salute the Lt Commander as 
he drives on by. 

Passing a particular squad of SEAL'S from his troop, who all stop to 
salute their CO, Chuck drives on past completing the final part of 
his journey and pulls up outside his quarters, picking up the 
briefing file he had been handed at CIA headquarters and heads rather 
hastily straight into his quarters. 

Throwing the large file onto his desk. Chuck immediately switches on 
his monitor as he attempts to connect to his CO, and father. Admiral 
Bart owski . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>USS John C Stennis, Fifth Fleet, Carrier Strike 
Group<strong> 

**Aircraft Carrier under command of ADM. Bartowski** 

**Admiral's Quarters** 

* *Lat itude 26.921088 N** 

**Longitude 51.461456 E** 

**Somewhere in the Persian Gulf** 

**22:00 hours local time** 

The Admiral was presently sat in his quarters, unwinding after a 
particularly busy day of tasking, as well as giving a one hour 
briefing on an upcoming special forces task force. With a single 
glass of malt whisky in his hand, he takes the call of a young United 
States Navy Commander, who is presently in command at his behest of a 
squadron of DEVGRU, to which the Admiral has full command of. 
Furthermore, the young Commander also happens to be his son. The 
Admiral begins to fill up with pride as he begins to think of the 
achievements of his son's Naval Career in such a short space of 
time . 

"Good evening. Commander." Admiral Bartowski says as the young 
Commander appears on screen. 

Chuck waits and paces around his quarters while he is waiting to be 
connected to his father. "Okay Chuck, stay calm." He tells himself, 
as he paces around his office. Just as Chuck stops walking his father 
appears live on his screen. 'Nope, it's not working.' he tells 
himself, in response to his earlier demand just previously. 

"Dad, what the fuck was Sarah doing at that briefing? She's 
CIA?" 

'So much for being calm Chuck. Swearing to your CO and an Admiral of 
the Navy!' Chuck begins to berate himself. 


Chuck watches as his dad pauses and stops everything he was 
doing . 



"Uh son, I'm as surprised as you. 


Comes the reply after a moments pause. 'He's lying, I know he's 
lying.' Chuck tells himself. 

"Bullshit!" Chuck slams his hands on his desk in a brief moment of 
rage . 

Before continuing "Why didn't you tell me dad!" 

"Commander! You are out of line. Get a grip of yourself and start 
acting like the Officer I know you are!" The Admiral screams in 
response to Chuck's hostility. 

Having had a rollicking from his father/CO, Chuck begins to muster 
every single amount of self control as he can muster to cool himself 
down before continuing. 'If you keep this attitude up Chuck, it's not 
going to end very well.' He tells himself. 

Sighing to himself, he continues "Please Admiral, I need to 
know . " 

Knowing that there was no further way to avoid this topic of 
conversation, the Admiral sighed before beginning to tell Chuck what 
he knew. 

"Chuck, this is the reason why I didn't tell you in the first place. 

I knew Sarah was CIA before she even left you. I'm an Admiral in the 
U.S. Navy for god sakes ! I knew what it would do to you if you found 
out. So yes, I've kept it from you for as long as I possibly could, 
because you're my son and I love you." 

Chuck sat down in his chair at his desk, having calmed down 
significantly since his outburst. 

This revelation to Chuck was huge, he was happy that he was now 
finally starting to get answers. So Sarah had been in the CIA before 
she left him. 'So that means she left me for the CIA? ' 

Chuck begins to feel physically sick at the thought. 'That shows 
exactly how much she thought of me, choosing a career over being with 
the man she supposedly loved. I'll show her a career 
move . ' 

"Admiral, I want her to be reassigned, I can't work with her. It's 
impossible." Chuck said in response to his father. 

"That's not going to happen Chuck. You just need to get on with 

it . " 

"But dad," Chuck tried to protest. 

"Right now, it's Admiral!" The Admiral snaps. 

"Yes sir. Admiral." Chuck has no choice but to say in response, as 
his father was glaring at him making him feel two feet tall through 
the monitor. 

"Commander, you're stood down. Report to me again on Monday with a 



better attitude, or there will be dire consequences. I understand 
you're in shock, but you need to start behaving like an Officer! 
People depend on you son, a distracted soldier is a dead soldier. You 
owe it to every single sailor under your command to remain composed. 
Sort yourself out, it's an order." 

and with that, he cut the transmission with his son. 

Sighing, Chuck put his head in his hands deep in thoughts. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>CIA Headquarters<p> 

The rest of the day had been uneventful for Sarah, since her earlier 
confrontation with her former lover. It took her almost twenty 
minutes to leave that bathroom before reporting to her duties. Carina 
had seriously advised her to just go home but Sarah needed to be 
here, so she didn't have to think about him, though it wasn't helping 
all that much, because she couldn't stop thinking about him. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>22:00 hours<p> 

Somewhere in Virginia Beach 

"Fill me up again." Chuck says to the barmaid at the bar he was 
presently at. 

"Chuck, I think you've had enough" The young blonde barmaid tries to 
protest to him. 

"I said fill me up. Please." Chuck replies calmly, taking no notice 
of the young ladies advice. 

Sighing, the barmaid reluctantly does as instructed. 

Before going back behind the bar to pick up the phone receiver once 
she had finished attending to Chuck's presently excessive drinking 
needs . 

"Yo, yo, Morgan Grimes here." Morgan answers his phone to somebody 
who just dialled his number, he doesn't recognize the number. 

"hey Morgan, it's Katie from Bar Blue" A young female replies. 

'Bar blue, bar blue, ' Morgan thinks to himself. 'Oh! ' 'She's 
hot ! ' 

"Oh hey doll, how ya doing?" Morgan replies in a confident 
flirtatious voice. 

"Fine, look, I've got your friend Chuck here, he's in a pretty rotten 
state and is refusing to leave. I don't know what to do." 

Morgan sighs to himself. "I'll be over right away, don't worry your 
pretty little face about it. I'll handle it, just keep him there 
until I get over there, ok doll?" Morgan asks as he begins to throw 
on some clothes before heading out to his Porshe 911 Carrera. 



Morgan arrived at the bar that his best friend and CO was currently 
at pretty sharply. Entering the bar, he saw Chuck over in the corner 
seated on a barstool, the bar was pretty empty, apart from Chuck and 
another guy sitting on their own there was a group of five males, 
around the age of Chuck and Morgan. He could tell by their tattoos 
that they were Marines. 

Morgan walked up to the bar to greet the bar maid that he was on good 
terms with. 

"Hey doll. How many of those has he had?" Morgan asked, nodding in 
the direction of the glass Chuck was holding. 

"At least a dozen, and not singles either" The attractive bar maid 
replied . 

"Anything else happened?" Morgan asked her, curious about the well 
being of his brother. 

"Nope, he's been very quiet and respectful, he's just drinking 
himself into a mess. Though he did have a slight confrontation with 
those guys over there." The barmaid replies, pointing in the 
direction of the Marines. 

Morgan glances once more at the group of five Marines who were 
staring at Chuck pretty distastefully. 

"Ok, thanks doll. I'll take it from here." Morgan says to the barmaid 
before heading over to his CO and best friend. 

"Hey buddy, why don't we get you home hey?" 

"I'm fine, leave me alone Organ." Chuck slurrs out in 
response . 

Morgan hates being called Organ and would usually be offended, but it 
was clear to all that Chuck was in a very bad state right now. 

"Eh, I'm not so sure you are buddy, come on, lets get you home 
yeah? " 

He says, as he goes up to Chuck and puts his brother in arms under 
his arm, who didn't bother to resist. 

With the help of Morgan, he begins to help his drunken friend towards 
the exit of the bar before pausing, as a Marine was presently 
standing in his way. 

"Your friend has a big mouth!" He shouts to Morgan, standing infront 
of him. 

Morgan stops calmly, whistling away before putting Chuck onto one of 
the bar stools at the bar he was standing next to "You wait right 
there, sweet prince. Uncle Morgan will be right back." He says to 
Chuck, patting him on the head before turning to the intruder 


"The next word I hear from you, I unleash the dragon" Morgan says to 
the guy presently standing in his way. 



The guy standing in front of Morgan and the four guys seated around a 
bar table all burst into laughter. 


"Look at this geek." The guy standing in Morgan's way joked as he 
turned to laugh with his friends 

Still whistling away, Morgan grabbed hold of the arm of the guy 
standing infront of him with his back presently turned to Morgan, 
pulling it with such ferocity that he heard something snap, to turn 
him to face Morgan again, before proceeding to punch him, causing his 
nose to break, before expertly kicking, or known as sweeping the leg, 
causing the guy to fall to the floor screaming "You broke my arm and 
nose! You bastard!" 

The four guys at the table began to fill with rage "What the fucking 
hell! That's our friend!" They all began to yell as they dived up 
from their seats and all lunged in the direction of Morgan. 

"Oh, this is gonna be fun." Morgan says excited in the direction of 
Chuck, before engaging in hand to hand combat with the four Marines. 
With one of them even smashing a glass bottle to use as a weapon. 

Just like the first guy who fell to the floor, Morgan despatched the 
remaining four guys lunging at him with such ferocity and the fight 
was over in no more than a minute after it had began. 

"Is that all you got, come on! I haven't even warmed up yet!" Morgan 
says, disappointed that these small time punks had offered him no 
challenge . 

"I think I need the hospital. This asshole has broke my arm." One of 
them manages to say as they all lay on the floor moaning in 
pain . 

Whistling once more, Morgan turns to Chuck, and puts him under his 
arm once more, before turning a final time to the five guys on the 
floor and saying 

"Just be happy I let you guys off lightly. A couple of broken bones. 
Overnight stay in hospital. You'll be fine." Morgan pauses before 
nodding his head in the direction of Chuck under his arm "There's a 
reason we call this guy Chuck Norris. He would destroy you in his 
present state with his eyes closed. You messed with the wrong 
person." He ends, before turning in the direction of the barmaid who 
was standing in shock, winking at her, before finally leaving the bar 
saying to Chuck "Lets get you home buddy." as he put Chuck into his 
car before heading back to Morgan's apartment. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Morgan's Apartment <p> 

Somewhere in Virginia Beach 

Morgan and Chuck had just got back to Morgan's apartment and Morgan 
was helping his best friend into his apartment. He set him down on 
his sofa while Chuck was mumbling away drunkenly. 

"I loved her Morgan, I loved her with everything I had and she left 
me, for the CIA." He says as he begins to laugh hysterically before 
saying "I think I'm gonna be sick" before spewing all over Morgan's 



rug . 


"Oh crap, not cool man. That's going to be expensive" Morgan says, 
thinking about his cleaning bill before going to fetch a blanket to 
put over his friend, "I love you Sarah" he hears his best friend say 
before he falls into a serious drunken slumber. 

"Oh crap." Morgan says before heading to bed himself. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck woke up still on Morgan's sofa taking a minute to realize 
that he was at Morgan's place. He's crashed here so many times after 
he and Morgan had come home drunk from some bar, and even Bryce when 
he was still alive. It was Saturday and Chuck always has plans of a 
Saturday when he's not deployed. Panicking, Chuck checked the time on 
his watch to make sure that he wasn't late; 09:33 hours his watch 
read. 'Oh that's good, I have plenty of time.' Chuck says, as he 
stretches, before heading into the kitchen where he could smell 
food . <p> 

"Good morning, sweet prince." Morgan jokes to his best friend as he 
enters the kitchen. "Sleep well?" He asks, as Chuck lets out a 
yawn . 

"Like a light. I feel like crap though." Chuck says, holding onto his 
stomach that wasn't feeling all that great. 

"How come you didn't invite me along buddy, you know you aren't 
supposed to drink yourself into those states without your wingman, 

I'm offended brother." Morgan replies, with his hand on his 
heart . 

"Sorry buddy. I hope I didn't say or do anything I regret?" He 
asks . 

"Nothing at all buddy, nothing at all. Get this down you." Morgan 
replies as he hands Chuck some breakfast. 

"Thanks." Chuck replies sincerely. 

"No problem at all buddy, you've looked out for me a thousand times. 
It's the least I can do." Morgan jokes in reply. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck and Morgan had just arrived back in Washington D.C just 
after 14:00 local time and the drive had been much easier than the 
day previously. Though that was in part because Morgan had insisted 
on driving Chuck up to D.C. But just overall in general. Chuck felt 
much more composed and his mind was more at peace as he put Sarah 
entirely to the back of his thoughts. He had blew off all his steam 
regarding that the night before. Chuck said he would be fine to drive 
up himself, but if he still had alcohol remaining in his system, and 
he got caught, he could be Court Martialled. So Morgan wouldn't take 
the chance. Besides, Morgan wanted to come to D.C anyway, as he had 
plans to meet an extremely attractive red haired CIA agent he was 
deeply attracted to.<p> 


The two best friends, officers and brothers in arms stopped at a few 



stores while in town. Morgan wanted to drop off his rug at a cleaners 
that Chuck had vomited on the night before. Chuck being Chuck 
insisting on fronting the bill, but Morgan has probably trashed 
Chuck's apartment several times over in all the years that they had 
known each other so Morgan hastily declined the offering telling him 
"This one is on me buddy." 

Morgan begins to smirk as he thinks of all the shenanigans the two 
wingmen had gotten up to in the years they had known each 
other . 

Aside from dropping his rug off at a cleaners. Chuck wanted to pick 
up a few things from Walmart . And Morgan needed a few bits and pieces 
aswell . 

The two best friends had finished shopping and Morgan had just 
dropped Chuck off at his destination. 

"Have a good weekend Morgan. And don't do anything I wouldn't do." 
Chuck says as he says his final farewells to his friend who had got 
out of his car to see his friend off. 

"I'm not so sure about that brother." Morgan jokes. 

"I'll see you on Monday buddy, you look after yourself." Chuck 
finishes . 

"You too man, say hello from me, yeah?" Morgan asks to which Chuck 
agrees as the two friends shoulder bump each other and shake hands as 
a farewell. 

Morgan then got back into his car, got out his smart phone and began 
to dial the red haired CIA agent as he drove off to meet her, tooting 
his horn as he left. 

Chuck began to walk up the drive to a house in the street he was 
in . 

Taking a minute to gather his thoughts, he then proceeds to knock on 
the door, rather difficultly as his hands were full of shopping 
bags . 

Chuck was waiting patiently for several seconds before a young little 
girl opens the door, less than half the height of Chuck. 

"Mommy, mommy. Chuck is here!" The little girl begins to scream in 
excitement as she leaps into Chuck's arms who had crouched down to 
greet somebody he loved so much. 

"Hi sweet girl, how are you. I have missed you." Chuck says as he 
kisses the girl on her forehead. 

A mid twenties brown haired attractive female then appeared behind 
her daughter. 

"Hi Chuck," she says, as they share a hug and a kiss to each other's 
cheek mid hug. 


"Hi Jill, how are you?" To which Chuck responds. 



6. Godfather 


_This is just a short booster chapter to the last one guys. More info 
at the end of the chapter. _ 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>Previously : Taking a minute to gather his thoughts, he then 
proceeds to knock on the door, rather difficultly as his hands were 
full of shopping bags . <em> 

_Chuck was waiting patiently for several seconds before a young 
little girl opens the door, less than half the height of 
Chuck ._ 

_"Mommy, mommy. Chuck is here!" The little girl begins to scream in 
excitement as she leaps into Chuck's arms who had crouched down to 
greet somebody he loved so much._ 

_"Hi sweet girl, how are you. I have missed you." Chuck says as he 
kisses the girl on her forehead. _ 

_A mid twenties brown haired attractive female then appeared behind 
her daughter. _ 

_"Hi Chuck," she says, as they share a hug and a kiss to each other's 
cheek mid hug._ 

_"Hi Jill, how are you?" To which Chuck responds. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck was presently sitting inside the living room of Jill 
Larkin, widow of the late Gold Squadron DEVGRU member Lieutenant 
Bryce Larkin. Chuck was on the floor of the room playing with his 
god-daughter. Being made godfather to this beautiful girl was one of 
the most happiest days of Chuck's life. Chuck remembers the day Bryce 
and Jill had asked him to become godfather to Hollie. He remembers 
Bryce saying to him he couldn't think of anybody better than Chuck 
and he would be honoured to have him as a godparent to Hollie. For 
Chuck, of course there was only one answer without even needing to 
think about the responsibilities it entailed in response to his best 
friend's proposition. And that was that it would be HIS 
honour . <p> 

Chuck loves this girl as if she were his own daughter. And he spends 
as much time as he possibly can here, helping out the small family of 
two . 

"Hey Chuck would you like some lunch I was just making some for 
Hollie and me." Jill asks Chuck while laughing as he presently had 
her daughter raised in the air and was using her as a toy 
airplane . 

"Uh, no thanks. Not feeling to great down below right now, rough 
night, haha." Chuck says as he starts blowing raspberries at his god 
daughter . 

Jill laughs as she turns to head toward her kitchen. 



"Mommy can Chuck take me to the park." Hollie asks after her 
mother . 


"You'll have to ask him sweet heart." Jill shouts from the kitchen to 
her young daughter. 

"Chuck can you take me to the park pweease" 

"Have you been a good girl, done all your chores?" He asks. 

Hollie nods her head up and down in response inches away from her 
godparent . 

"Then we absolutely can." He says before beginning a tickling assault 
on her. 

"stop" The young girl screams in laughter. 

After Chuck finishes his tickling assault on Hollie, he hands the 
three shopping bags he had picked up from Walmart and tells his god 
daughter to go and take them to her mother "Hey Hollie why don't you 
go and take these to your mother, they're all for you. No peeking 
now." he says, tapping her ever so gently on the nose. 

Hollie runs off super excited with the presents to her mother who 
removes the items from the shopping bags. "Aw how cute is he." Jill 
says to one of the teddy bears that Chuck had picked up. 

"Oh wow, some super awesome dolls to." Jill says as she picks up a 
set of toy dolls waving them in the air causing her young daughter to 
giggle . 

"Why don't we go and say thank you to Chuck." 

Jill leads her daughter back into Chuck 

"Thank you Chuck." Hollie says as she runs back into Chuck's 
arms . 

"Chuck you shouldn't have." Jill says sincerely. 

Chuck waves her off "Nonsense." he says laughing as Hollie was 
pulling at his ears. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck was now at the park with his god daughter presently chasing 
after Hollie as she was playfully running away from him as he was 
chasing after her running at the speed of an old man laughing as he 
says "I'm going to get you." as he waves his arms around like a 
lunatic . <p> 

They were near an ice cream van that was super busy when Chuck 
decides to stop for them to get some themselves. 

"Hey lets go get some ice cream." Chuck says as his god daughter 
quickly runs back to him and hugs into him at the mention of ice 
cream . 



"Yay!" Hollie screams in delight as they queue up for ice cream. 


The pair then sit down on one of the park benches watching ducks in 
the pond while eating their ice creams. 

"Chuck?" Hollie asks as her mouth was full with ice cream. 

"Yes, sweet heart?" Chuck says as he laughs looking at her messy ice 
cream face. 

"I miss daddy." The little girl pines as she buries her head into 
Chuck becoming very emotional. 

Chuck kisses the top of his god daughters head as her words begin to 
have a major impact on him touching him deep inside his core with 
every single string in his heart beginning to pull as he has to choke 
back tears . 

"Can I tell you a secret, that you can't tell anybody?" 

He says as he strokes her hair. 

Hollie nods into Chuck's chest where she had buried her face 

"I miss him to." Chuck says as he lifts her face back so she can look 
him in the eyes before continuing "And so does your mommy, more than 
anything. And you need to be strong for her. Can you do that, for 
me?" Chuck asks, still choking back tears. 

"Yes Chuck, I can do that." She says emotionally. 

"Why did he have to go." She pines once more. 

"Well, he was very, very, very sick." Chuck lied to his god daughter. 
Though this was one lie he absolutely didn't mind. Chuck would never 
be telling his god daughter how his best friend died, at any age that 
is for sure. What Chuck seen that day.. No, nobody should have to see 
that . 

Still trying to choke back a sudden tidal wave of emotions. Chuck 
senses it's time to leave as neither of them felt like playing 
anymore 

"Come on, lets get you home." Chuck says, wiping her ice cream face 
before the pair head back to Bryce's family home. 


7 . Navy Cross 

_More Sarah will come guys. She doesn't have much background, it's 
Chuck who has undergone a significant character change. So I'm 
building up his character, showing his backgrounds 

_Warning: This chapter contains a lot of cussing and detailed 
military fight scenes including hand to hand combat. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Chuck's six man team for ref erence : <em> 



_Lieutenant Commander Bartowski- Commanding Officer / Lead Assaulter 
/ Marksman _ 

_Lieutenant Bryce Larkin - Breacher_ 

_Master Chief Special Warfare Operator James Garcia - Senior NCO and 
Marksman_ 

_Chief Special Warfare Operator Sean White_ 

_Second Class Special Warfare Operator John Miller - 
Corpsman_ 

_Second Class Special Warfare Operator Ray Gonzalez_ 
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><p><strong>Chapter Seven<strong> 

**The Navy Cross** 

Chuck left the Larkin family home after having had dinner with the 
Larkin family. Hollie had begged Chuck to stay for dinner and that 
little girl was just so sweet he couldn't resist her pleas so he 
stayed for dinner and then said his farewells to the young family. 
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><p>He had now arrived at Arlington Military Ceremony, the place 
where he has been many times throughout the six years of his Military 
career. The place where seven of his brothers in arms were all laid 
to rest, alongside many of America's fallen heroes spanning back 
hundreds of years. This mass memorial site was huge, but the place 
that Chuck was paying particular attention to, was the south east 
part of the cemetery, which is the burial ground for military 
personnel killed in the War on Terror 2001 onwards . <p> 

Paying his respects to all six operators that had died under his 
command, he arrives at the seventh one, his best friend. 

Chuck kneels on one knee at the grave of his best friend that 
reads ; 

**Bryce Larkin** 

** Lieutenant** 

**Navy Cross** 

**Purple Heart** 

**Loving Father, Husband** 

**10.01.1981 -** 

**04 . 04.2006** 


"Hey buddy, I'm back again." Chuck says as he is in deep thoughts 
about what he wants to say while he is here. 



He continues "I just can't seem to stay away and leave you in peace 
can I?" before pausing to laugh, "heh." 


He continues to talk to his fallen friend once more "I just seem to 
find it easier to talk to the dead than the living. I guess the 
saying 'The dead won't bother you, it's the living you have to worry 
about.' is pretty true, huh." 

"Oh, " Chuck remembers "some pretty big news, the woman I spent years 
trying to get over is back. And she's a CIA agent who I'm tasked with 
liaising with in an upcoming op. What are the chances of that buddy? 
Almost like 3 young guys from Burbank joining the teams at the same 
time having never met each other prior, heh." 

"If there's a plan up there for me, then I'd sure love to know how 
it's going to play out. Because it seems pretty clouded right now. I 
guess it's to much to ask for you to let me in on whatever is being 
planned up there buddy." 

He pauses, before continuing once more "Hollie is growing up so 
quickly, you would be so proud of her man. She's really handled the 
last few months so well, for somebody so young. We all miss you 
buddy. Your mother also told me to pay her respects to you. She's not 
doing too well at the moment, she's been very ill. I wish I could get 
over there man but you know how it's like with all the constant 
weapons and tactical training exercises. I've switched to a new rifle 
that has recently just been manufactured, the FN Scar. It's pretty 
darn good buddy. The amount of stoppages are far less than the 
Carbines. I've clocked up over a hundred hours with the rifle, which 
has been pretty fun I have to admit. This weapon fires better than 
any other rifle I've ever used, you would love it man. Morgan and the 
boys also send their love buddy." 

Suddenly a wave of emotions hits Chuck as he reaches his hand out to 
touch his friend's plaque. "And I'm so sorry man," Chuck begins to 
break down "If I could trade places with you, you know I would. I 
will never understand why you did what you did Bryce. You had a young 
family to care for. I guess you were just looking out for me, like a 
brother. I love you man, and I know we've probably already had this 
conversation several times and I guess you're growing sick of it. 

I'll find the bastard Bryce, if it's the last thing that I do on this 
earth, I promise you I will find him and he will pay." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Ramadi , Iraq<strong> 

**April 2006** 

**Fire Team Delta, Gold Squadron, DEVGRU** 

* *Observat ion Post** 

**13:00 hours local time** 

Lieutenant Commander Bartowski and five other elite operators from 
his small counter insurgency fire team were presently hunkered down 
inside an apartment building on the second floor of an apartment 
complex roughly two hundred metres away from a four story apartment 
complex that they had under surveillance. This particular apartment 



that the operators were inside belonged to a CIA informant. The 
snitch in exchange for money had provided intelligence officials with 
information of a safe house and possible bomb making factory being 
used by an insurgent group operating out of the city before carrying 
out attacks on Coalition troops and civilians. Top intelligence 
officials wanted eyes on who enters and leaves the building so that 
they could build up a bigger picture of who they were dealing with 
and Chuck's team has been tasked with monitoring and observing who 
comes in and out of the building, to try and build up that picture 
and further intelligence. The higher ups were hoping to land a big 
fish, as they believe this apartment complex to be a gold mine of 
information that could lead to them to capturing a High Value Target 
or information on a bomb making factory at the minimum. The small 
team had inserted the night previously and arrived in two civilian 
transport vehicles. They set up observation and had been here for 
just shy of eleven hours. 

Since 06:00 hours this morning, the operators had observed three 
military age males entering the building in question on foot, 
individually and hadn't exited again since. All this information was 
being relayed back to the situation room back at their main base in 
Baghdad via advanced surveillance equipment that the team had brought 
with them as command and intelligence officials coordinated the 
mission from base. The operators were dressed in full combat gear, 
including their standard issue advanced sets of Night Vision Goggles 
that they put to use the previous night as they inserted into the 
three story apartment complex and into the apartment on the second 
floor. Each operator had their personal assault rifles with limited 
ammunition for a small engagement as their main objective is to 
observe and then exfiltrate under the cover of darkness. LCDR 
Bartowski and Master Chief SWO Garcia as Marksmen had their personal 
McMillan tac-338 bolt action sniper rifles in addition to their 
assault rifles. 

As well as their weaponry, each Special Forces soldier is required to 
have a helmet cam attached to their helmet, which relays information 
back to command. This particular piece of equipment is extremely 
helpful during raids because the live feed it relays back to the 
situation room can quickly help intelligence officials determine if 
the teams hit a gold mine and capture a HVT as opposed to releasing 
them, due to a lack of information, which has happened countless 
times . 

The elite soldiers had took turns on watch since arriving and LCDR 
Chuck Bartowski was presently stood down and taking 40 winks on the 
floor of the informants living room. 

Lieutenant Bryce Larkin, the team's Breacher, was on the sofa. SWO 
Second Class John Miller, the team's Corpsman was on the opposite 
side of the room lazing back against the wall. 

SWO Second Class Ray Gonzales was stationed to cover the rear while 
Master Chief SWO James Garcia and Chief SWO Sean White was in control 
of the surveillance equipment, or in the case of Garcia, his sniper 
rifle and were watching the apartment under observation and the area 
in the vicinity. 

The six seasoned operators were all pretty idle right now when Master 
Chief SWO Garcia suddenly noticed out of his sniper rifle a black 
sedan pull up outside the apartment block in question. 



"Heads up, " The experienced Chief says as the six operators all snap 
out of their thoughts and focus on the Chief who continues "Commander 
sir, I've got eyes on a vehicle just pulling up outside the safe 
house, four military age males leaving the vehicle and heading into 
the premises." The experienced Master Chief SWO told the rest of his 
team . 

All six operators suddenly become very alert and were no longer idle 
as adrenalin began to build up in their bodies. 

"You getting that Chief?" LCDR Bartowski asks to his Chief SWO NCO in 
charge of the surveillance technology. 

"Aye, sir." the NCO replies. 

"Command, we've just observed four military age males entering safe 
house, over." Chuck relays the information just passed on to him from 
his two spotters to main command. 

"Roger, we see it, running faces through our databases, stand by, 
over . " 

"Roger, over." Chuck responds to control. 

Spotting another moving vehicle out of his scope, the Master Chief 
once more informed his CO of movement. "Oh fuck, sir, another vehicle 
has just pulled up." 

The LCDR and LT were suddenly both on their feet and had walked over 
to the vantage point to observe what was going down. 

"Something's about to go down here Commander." Bryce says to his 
CO . 

"Yeah, looks that way." Chuck replies to his XO before reporting in 
the latest development. 

"Command, another vehicle has just arrived at safe house, are you 
still receiving our feed, over." 

"Roger, wait two, out." Comes the reply from command and 
control . 

Chuck had now relieved his Master Chief and had eyes on the target 
himself . 

Suddenly, a middle age male in his forties appeared in view, who had 
come out of the apartment to greet the guys who left the second 
vehicle. Chuck recognized him immediately, number 13 on the CIA's 
high value target capture/kill list. 

"Oh fuck, it's red eye." Chuck exclaimed. 

The five frogmen under Chuck's command immediately looked in the 
direction of their CO with the implications of his discovery visible 
on their faces. 

"That's the bastard whose cell ambushed a military aid convoy two 
weeks ago killing 5 U.S. troops. He's been responsible for at least a 



dozen bombings in the last three months." Bryce said with venom to 
his voice. 

"Holy fuck. We've hit a gold mine boys." The experienced Master Chief 
exclaimed excitedly. 

Not wasting any time. Chuck reported in the latest development 
"Command, we have eyes on red eye, over." 

"Repeat that last transmission, over." Comes the reply with urgency 
in the voice over the communications channel. 

"We have eyes on red eye, over." Chuck repeats once more. 

Suddenly, another voice appeared on Chuck's communication channel, 
one that he hadn't heard throughout this particular mission so 
far . 

"Are you absolutely certain Commander." The mystery voice asks. 

"Who is this, over." Chuck asks in response to the mystery voice's 
demand . 

"This is Special Agent Shaw, CIA. Regional Head of Operations. And I 
will repeat my question, are you absolutely sure Commander?" 

"Look for yourself, we're transmitting live feed, over." Chuck 
replies. He's heard of Shaw, this is one guy you don't want to mess 
with, head of CIA Black Ops in Iraq. Also responsible for the 
'wellbeing' of all the HVT ' s the special operations teams capture, 
and Chuck is pretty sure that wellbeing involves waterboarding and 
whatever other torture tactics that are being used. 

"Wait five." Shaw replies over comms . 
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><p><strong>Several Minutes Later<strong> 

Chuck's team were still unchanged inside the apartment building with 
eyes onto the safe house being used by an insurgent cell. Red eye had 
re entered the apartment complex and there was now at least ten 
military age males inside the apartment complex. 

Suddenly, Shaw appears back on comms 

"Commander, your team is ordered to assault safe house and extract 
red eye , over . " 

"Negative, we're not geared for an assault, we're a small 
observational detachment, over." Chuck immediately replies, unwilling 
to assault an apartment containing at least ten insurgent fighters 
with only six operators. 

"Look Commander, this might be the only chance we have to grab this 
bastard, and from the looks of it, his cell are in the advanced 
stages of an attack, you are ordered to assault the safe house, 
confirm you acknowledge, over." 


Chuck closes off his communication channel with command, "Fuck!" he 



exclaims . 


"What's going down Commander. They want us to bring in the bastard?" 
Chief SWO White asks his CO. 

"Yeah, they want us to assault and extract." 

"We're under manned and we have limited gear. Shit." Bryce 
exclaims . 

"Yeah, how much breaching equipment do we have Bryce?" Chuck asks his 
XO . 

"Only enough for two rooms sir, and there's probably a dozen in that 
building." Bryce replies to his CO. 

"Fucking god dammit ! " Chuck exclaims once more before looking around 
at each of his operators while deep in thoughts. 

"We could go in quiet, try to pick the doors quietly and go room to 
room." Bryce suggests, eager to capture the bastard who had 
orchestrated the killing of scores of people. 

"Yeah, maybe." Chuck begins to think over his XO ' s 
suggestions . 

"Shall we do it, thoughts guys?" He asks, having took a minute to 
consider the possibility. He begins looking around once more at all 
his operators expecting a democratic vote. 

"Lets just fucking do it sir." Bryce speaks first. 

"Yeah?" He asks, looking around his remaining men. 

"aye sir." Gonzales says nodding. 

"Lets get this bastard." The Master Chief says. 

"Fuckin' ay." Comes the reply from Second Class Miller. 

"It's as good a day as any for it sir." Chief SWO White says, 
finishing the vote with a resounding six to zero. Chuck could always 
count on his men to back him up. As a matter of a fact, he wanted 
this bastard just as much as all his men did. 

"Out gunned and out manned, at least they have a chance." Bryce 
jokes . 

"Yeah, I'd give them better odds this time, shall we say eight to 
one?" Gonzales jokes. 

"Nah, more like fucking twenty to one, we have Chuck Norris." The 
Master Chief jokes. 

"fuckin' ay!" Second Class Miller laughs. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The elite operators had packed up all their surveillance 
equipment and had confirmed on comms that they received and 



acknowledged Shaw's order who had took over personal command of this 
mission. Chuck was now in the advanced stages and was making final 
assault preparations to assault the apartment complex and extract red 
eye . <p> 

"Ok, Garcia, I want you to set up here. Watch our six as we advance 
up the street to the target building. Gonzales, you get the unlucky 
task of staying on the ground floor of this building, you shouldn't 
see action but if you see anybody reaching you fucking take them out. 
Cover our retreat and get the vehicles ready for a hot exfil as this 
whole area is probably crawling with fucking militants. Fucking CIA, 
always getting us to do their dirty work." 

Chuck pauses briefly for last minute weapon checks, as his other 
operators were all presently undergoing the same task while also 
readjusting their combat back packs and checked that all pouches were 
sealed etc. Bryce had also got his breaching equipment ready to the 
front of his pack. 

Chuck continues once more, "I'll head the assault team. Bryce bring 
up my six. Miller follow up on the LT, White, you bring up the rear. 
We only want red eye, any other fucker with a gun you take him out. 
Remember your training, watch your corners. But I don't need to tell 
you that, we've done this dozens of times." 

"Questions?" Chuck finishes off. 

"Is it true you cried during Marley & Me sir?" Gonzales jokes, 
probably hurt that his CO left him in a supporting role. 

"Ask your wife, I watched it with her." Chuck retorts. 

"Oh no he didn't!" Miller laughs, followed by the whole team bursting 
into laughter. 

"Lets fucking do this guys." Chuck says as a final note, as the team 
flood out of the apartment and down to ground level leaving the 
experienced Master Chief on overwatch. 
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><p>Chuck's small fire team of four were now out onto the street and 
were advancing in close formation toward the apartment complex. 
Gonzales was positioned just outside the apartment keeping a watchful 
eye of the immediate vicinity as the small assault team advanced up 
as a tight knitted group, weapons trained watching every single angle 
with expert precision. It was like watching an 
orchestra . <p> 

"Commander, we have on your ten o'clock a young male behind a market 
stall, unclear on his intentions but he seems nervy." The Master 
Chief reports. 

"Roger that, I see him, if you feel he's a threat you fucking put one 
through him." Chuck orders his Master Chief. 

"And don't miss you bastard." Bryce interjects as he scans his angle 
for any threat . 


"Nah, he learnt how to shoot from Chuck Norris." Says Miller as he 



also trains his weapon looking for any target. 


"That'll do boys, eyes on the prize. We're outgunned here and this 
fucking city is militant central. Any bastard could take a pop at us 
from any one of these buildings." Chuck says, as he scans windows of 
buildings they quickly advanced past. 


* * 


* 


><p>Chuck's small team were now outside the four story Apartment 
block that they had under surveillance all morning and were now 
preparing to breach. <p> 

"Anything Chief?" Chuck asks his Master Chief on overwatch as Chuck 
continues to scan windows of buildings surrounding the small 
team . 

"Not a whisper. Guy from the market stall shat himself as you 
advanced toward him. Scarpered off somewhere." 

"Affirm." Chuck replies to his NCO. 

Chuck taps his breacher on the shoulder. "We good?" He 
whispers . 

"Yup, just about done." Bryce finishes, as the lock to the main door 
of the apartment complex clicks open and the four man team enter into 
the four story building. 

Chuck gives the hand signal to his Corpsman to cover the stairwell 
while the remaining three members go room to room. 

"Aye sir." Second Class Miller whispers in response to his CO while 
he raises his weapon up to cover the stairwell. 

The next six minutes went by without incident as LCDR Bartowski, LT 
Larkin and Chief White cleared out the two rooms on the ground floor. 
They had breached silently with Bryce deploying a fibre optic camera 
to peek through the doors prior to him picking the lock. Not by a 
coincidence, they had also deployed this tactic much earlier in the 
day when they first arrived at the CIA informants apartment. The team 
might have been walking into an ambush and had no assurances that the 
apartment they entered was safe and not jam packed full with a bunch 
of militants ready to blow them into a million pieces. 

"Situation report?" Shaw suddenly asks over Chuck's communication 
channel . 

"Ground floor of apartment cleared. Two militants neutralized, one 
unknown bound and secured. Advancing to first floor. Out." Chuck 
replies, before telling SWO Second Class Gonzales to bring up one of 
their extraction vehicles to the main entrance they had just 
cleared . 

"Aye sir." Gonzales responded, as he entered into the civilian car, 
before powering the ignition and heading toward the safe house 
speaking to the Master Chief on overwatch in the process. 

"Watch my back Chief, I'll be exposed as fuck down here." 



"I got you baby." The Master Chief says in response as he scans his 
field of view through his scope on his weapon looking for any moving 
target . 

Chuck, Bryce, Miller and White then begin to ascend the stairwell 
onto the first floor. On reaching the first floor, Bryce begins to 
use his fibre optic camera to the door of one of the apartments just 
as he had done on the previous floor when suddenly a door opens on 
the floor they were on near the stairwell leading up to the second 
floor, a young male suddenly appears about twenty feet away from them 
and is about to head into the direction of the small fire team as he 
stops dead in his tracks noticing the Americans. Chuck and Miller who 
were protecting the rear had the early twenties Iraqi male in their 
field of view and the operators, unsure of his intentions or who he 
even was made a split second decision and determined he was a threat 
to them and dispatched of him by each firing two rounds a piece from 
their suppressed assault rifles as the lifeless body drops to the 
floor with a loud thud. A second male suddenly appears seconds later 
investigating the noise and sees his friend laying lifeless on the 
floor, he immediately runs back inside the apartment where the two 
Iraqi's had just exited screaming something in Arabic. 

"Fuck!" Chuck exclaims, knowing the silent approach to the operation 
was now over and they had been compromised. 

The small American team began to hear lots of shouts and screams 
coming from the upper echelons of the apartment complex and from the 
open door room where two Iraqi's had emerged seconds 
previously . 

Bryce and White had turned to see the dead Iraqi male on the floor 
and knowing they now had no more time to waste, they both turned as 
Bryce kicked open the door to the nearest apartment to them 
immediately throwing in a flashbang as the two frogmen rushed in to 
clear a completely empty room. 

Chuck radioed through to command while training his weapon sights 
toward the apartment where the two males had just emerged from that 
their team had been compromised and requested immediate support as 
they didn't have enough personnel to engage in a full on 
f iref ight . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Back in the situation room command and control immediately 
assembled a Rapid Reaction Force consisting of U.S. Army Rangers and 
Apache Gunships in support of the Helicopters that the force loaded 
into. ETA was twenty minutes. <p> 
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><p>Depart ing the empty room, the small SEAL team further advanced on 
the first floor to take the fight to the enemy as they came under 
small arms fire from the second and third floor stair wells. Miller 
and White began returning fire as Bryce and Chuck rushed on ahead 
past the lifeless corpse on the floor with Bryce firing a sole round 
into the lifeless corpse to be absolutely sure it offered no further 
threat to the team. As Chuck and Bryce got near to the room with the 
open door they could hear two males speaking inside the room, 
probably waiting for somebody to appear. The two operators were too 



well trained and seasoned for that however, and prepared another 
flashbang and were in the room in an instant taking out two males 
armed with assault rifles. By now, the small team was coming under 
some serious small arms fire from at least four AK47 assault rifles 
from the upper floors of the apartment complex and had to all take 
cover inside the apartment that the earlier militant had exited from. 
"Holy fuck! Sir there's fucking RPG's and everything in here." SWO 
Chief White says to his CO.<p> 

"Fuck me, we've just saved some poor fuckers from being seriously 
hurt here." Bryce says at the revelation of the arms they had 
stumbled across in just this apartment alone. 
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><p>Meanwhile, the two operators posted outside had, had several 
contacts . <p> 

Firstly, Master Chief Garcia had spotted a militant on the third 
floor window, he dispatched of him with a clean headshot, before 
readjusting his sights down to ground level to cover Ray Gonzales as 
an SUV truck carrying several militants had arrived on the street. 

The militants presently battling Chuck's fire team inside the 
apartment complex had probably called in backup, or the guy who ran 
away from the market stall was a lookout for the safe house. It could 
have been either. 

The experienced Chief quickly fired a round with precise precision to 
the driver of the SUV, causing the SUV to crash with several of the 
militants falling off the truck in the crash. 

By now, Gonzales had exited the vehicle and began to rain down fire 
on the side passenger inside the SUV before switching his attention 
to the militants who had fallen off the SUV pick up truck and took 
cover anywhere they could find. 

A further two hostile vehicles began to arrive and it was becoming 
increasingly hectic and difficult for the two operators to crowd 
control outside the apartment when suddenly, the Master Chief seen 
Ray Gonzales get hit. He instantly went down and the Chief couldn't 
see any muzzle fire coming from his location. 

The Master Chief had no time to mourn his friend who was presumably 
K.I.A and focused his sights on an increasing number of armed 
militants who had arrived in the three vehicles thus 
far . 

"Commander, Ray has been hit. I think he's KIA we need fucking help 
now!" He says, as he begins to fire off rounds at the insurgents. 
Managing to pick off two more before they pinpointed the Chief's 
position and began to bombard him with small arms fire as a fourth 
vehicle had now arrived. 

"Fuck me!" The Chief exclaimed as he dived for cover and crawled 
along the floor to readjust his position. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Back on the first floor inside the apartment complex. Chuck's 
small fire team were exchanging fire with the militants who had them 



penned into an apartment . <p> 


"Fuck!" Chuck exclaims suddenly "What is it sir?" Chief SWO White 
asks as he is returning fire with the insurgents. "Ray's been hit. 

K I A . " Says Chuck as the pair both exchange fire. 

"Fucking bastards!" White goes into a rage as he returns fire on the 
insurgents on the upper floors of the complex. 

"Command, our position is seriously fucking compromised here. We have 
one KIA and need that support, NOW!" Chuck transmits. 

"ETA 15 minutes, over." 

"FUCK YOU!" Chuck says as he returns fire with the militants shooting 
at the LCDR and Chief SWO. 

Bryce suddenly screams to his CO and the Chief "You might want to 
move out the way ! " 

"Oh shit!" Chuck and White exclaim as they dive to the floor as Bryce 
had an RPG in his hand and was aiming it at an upper stairwell of the 
apartment complex. 

Taking aim, he fires it before the operators all scramble back to 
their feet screaming something similar along the lines of "Fucking 
have some of that you bastards ! " 

Just as all four of the operators had ran out of the apartment that 
they were holed up in, the Chief comes on air once more "Sir, you've 
got militants heading up to you. I'm being fucking pinned down here I 
can't keep them at bay. Sorry sir." He says as he was now outside on 
the street taking cover behind one of their exit vehicles, attempting 
to return fire every so often. 

"Sean!" Chuck exclaims. 

"Already on it, sir." The operator said, as he turned away from the 
other three operators and doubled back to the stairs leading down to 
the ground floor to hold of the insurgents who had entered the 
apartment . 

Bryce, Chuck and John, in that order were now ascending up to the 
second floor as Chuck remembers his training instructors words of 
wisdom "Move forward, take the fight to them, it's the last thing 
they're expecting, you're dead anyway, so anything you do is a 
bonus . ' 
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><p>The three operators were now on the second floor close to where 
the RPG had landed and blown out a pretty big chunk of the wall. 

There were no survivors inside that particular apartment and they 
were about to advance on further to the next apartment and then onto 
the third floor where they were still taking small arms fire from and 
probably where red eye was held up when they heard Chief White's 
screams as he got hit with several rounds from the militants he was 
engaging . <p> 

"Miller!" Chuck says to his Corpsman. 



"On it, sir." Said the Corpsman as he rushed back down to his wounded 
comrade to attend to him and to help stop the advancing insurgents 
from ground level. 

It was now down to Chuck and Bryce and they still had two more 
apartments to clear that were adjacent to each other aswell as a 
whole other floor on the third floor. Chuck was covering Bryce as he 
breached one of the apartments, once more, deploying a flashbang. The 
sole militant inside began to blindly spray his assault rifle that he 
had in his hands, with one bullet catching Bryce in his vest who was 
forced to clear the room on his own as they were out of 
manpower . 

"Fuck!" Bryce exclaimed. "Bryce! You hit?" Chuck as briefly glancing 
toward the direction of his XO . 

"Fucker got me in the vest, I'm good." He continued on out of the 
apartment and passed Chuck as they shifted over to the adjacent 
apartment opposite when they heard a sudden smashing of glass shortly 
followed by Master Chief Garcia on comms "Sir, red eye's just jumped 
out of the fucking window and landed on an adjacent roof and legged 
it! I'm pinned down and have no shot!" 

Bryce and Chuck stopped behind cover and looked at each 
other . 

"Fuck!" Chuck exclaimed. 

"Fucking pussy!" Bryce shouted. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Chuck had now just breached and cleared the final apartment on 
the second floor as Bryce was out of flashbangs and the two operators 
were ascending up to the third floor with Bryce taking point when he 
suddenly yelled "Grenade!" and turned and pushed his CO down the 
stairs, landing on top of Chuck to shield him from the blast. <p> 

The grenade exploded and ripped through the second stairwell and 
Bryce was seriously injured. Chuck suffered some injuries to the 
abdomen but Bryce had shielded a large portion of the blast however 
Chuck was extremely disorientated and was starting to black out. His 
whole body felt deadweight, he was unable to even move or regain 
composure, his mind was all fuzzy and his ears are ringing, he can't 
hear anything, he's reaching, in search of his weapon as militants 
were descending from the third floor but he can't find it. 

Suddenly, three militants are on top of Chuck and his XO, they had 
dragged Bryce off of Chuck and he's seriously injured. He's laying on 
the floor, facing and looking at his best friend. Chuck is lip 
reading Bryce who is trying to speak through the pain "It was an 
honour to serve with you Commander." He manages to lip read, as a 
sudden burst of gunfire echo's through the air and he sees blood 
splatter from his best friend's face. His eyes now lifeless. 

A second gunman is now on top of Chuck. Chuck begins to make his 
peace before the inevitable, he hears gunfire, he's waiting for the 
bullets to connect, he closes his eyes, waiting. 



><p>Suddenly , he's being grappled and Chuck opens his eyes. Second 
Class Miller is screaming at him to get up, but Chuck is still 
extremely disorientated, his ears ringing, he can't hear shit. Second 
Class Miller is trying to drag his CO into one of the apartments to 
shield him from the gunfire that was coming from the militants who 
were ascending up from the ground floor. Second Class Miller suddenly 
takes a rapid burst from an AK47 to his chest who falls to the floor. 
Continuing, he's trying to pull himself and his CO into the 
apartment, he manages to succeed. <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck is regaining his awareness now, he's trying to shake 
everything off, trying to get to his feet despite his wounds 
sustained from the grenade that has ripped through his abdomen. He 
can see out into the main hallway where his best friend is covered in 
blood. Chuck is on his feet now and picks up Second Class Miller's 
assault rifle. He pulls the SWO further into the apartment to shield 
him from the three advancing insurgents who were now on the second 
floor. Chuck breaks cover, screaming "I'll fucking kill you!" as he 
fires off rounds in rapid succession, mowing them all down. Before 
returning into the apartment to attend to his Corpsman who is losing 
a lot of blood. He manages to patch up his Corpsman as best he can, 
as gunfire continues from the stairwell into the room they were 
currently holed up in.<p> 

He quickly picks up the rifle and breaks cover again, firing the 
weapon, but it wont fire, it's empty. 

He turns to his Sig Saeur side arm as he exchanges fire with superior 

assault rifles that completely pin him down and stop him from doing 
anything . 

Second Class Miller is screaming at Chuck to leave him, to jump out 
of the window onto an adjacent roof and save himself. Chuck is 
ignoring him, as he fires off round after round of his Sig Sauer 
before it's empty. He's now down to his knife, he waits, waiting for 
the first insurgent to appear. He sees the barrel of a gun, he's 
ready, the militant advances into view and Chuck strikes, killing the 
militant with his knife before grabbing the assault rifle out of his 
hands immediately breaking cover once more to mow down a further two 

insurgents however taking a bullet to the abdomen where his vest used 

to be until the grenade explosion in the process. 

Suddenly, he hears American voices, "Rangers!" Comes the yell, as 
Chuck drops the AK47 to the floor as he collapses and blacks out. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Two Weeks Later<strong> 

**Military Hospital** 

**Baghdad** 

Chuck's eyes squinted and hurt as he woke on a hospital bed attached 
to all sorts of medical wires. 



"Sleeping beauty has awoken!" Morgan jokes to a group of guys who had 
all gathered around where Chuck was recovering. Morgan and four other 
operators from Gold Squadron plus two guys from Colonel Casey's 
detachment 1st SFOD-D aswell as the Colonel himself were all sat 
around him. 

"Darn fine job you did out there Bartowski" Casey says proud of his 
friends Military achievements in battle. 

"Bryce, John, Ray, James, Sean?" Chuck asks, hoping that the rest of 
his guys had made it out of there with him as he doesn't remember 
anything from the battle. 

"John is alive, barely, because of you buddy." Morgan replies before 
continuing "He's in pretty bad shape, he's still in critical 
condition. Without you buddy those bastards would have ripped him to 
shreds . " 

"What about the others. They're okay, right?" 

Chuck asks, trying to recall the assault he remembers being involved 
in . 

"Master Chief took a bullet to his arm. Rangers tried to evac him but 
he personally carried you out of there buddy." Morgan tells his CO, 
before continuing in a sombre mood. 

"Bryce, Ray and Sean are all KIA unfortunately buddy. I'm sorry, it's 
not your fault man you did all you could." said Morgan, trying to 
console his Commanding Officer. 

Seeing the shock on their CO ' s face, another operator offered his 
support . 

"Sir, you did all you could, they died as fighting men, as fucking 
heroes . " 

One of the Delta Force operators chimed in "They should never have 
sent you in. Fucking CIA man." 

"Apache gunships engaged three moving vehicles heading to the safe 
house. Good job the Rangers got there when they did, you were about 
to be seriously overrun." Said Casey. 

"What about red eye?" Chuck asks. 

"Bastard got away." Said one of Chuck's seamen. 

"They're even recommending you for a Navy Cross. And Bryce." Said 
Morgan . 

"I don't want a fucking medal!" Chuck suddenly snaps as a Military 
Nurse appears . 

"That's enough excitement for the young Commander in one day." She 
orders to the soldiers who had all gathered around to pay their 
respects to Chuck. 

"You'll be out soon buddy. We'll see you soon yeah?" Morgan says as 
the soldiers all got up to leave. 



Chuck didn't respond. He was in his own world. He had closed off from 
everything. Thinking about his best friend's now widow and his god 
daughter . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Arlington Military Cemetary<strong> 

Chuck rose from where he had been kneeling to pay his respects to his 
fallen friend. 


Standing to attention. Chuck salutes his best friend before saying 
"I'll see you in another life brother." 

As he turns, and walks off to find a taxi to take him to a local 
hotel . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN* * 

Chuck's Military Training words of wisdom actually come from Bravo 
Two Zero, one of my favorite ever movies, so props to that. 

This scene was extremely hard to do. But this is how Chuck got his 
Navy Cross, by holding his position despite being seriously injured 
from the grenade blast and taking further rounds to protect his 
Corpsman who was seriously wounded but thankfully survived because of 
Chuck . 


This was probably the biggest battle/scene I've had to write to date 
as this is the first military story I've done so hopefully it's not 
too bad. Let me know? 


Also, what's your thoughts on Shaw's command decisions. He's a bit of 
a reckless cannon isn't he. More on that throughout the story 

; ) 


**Acronyms used in this chapter** 

* * 1 s t SFOD- D - Delta Force Army Special Forces** 

**SWO a€" Special Warfare Operator, a specific rating to 
SEAL'S** 

* *KI A a€" Killed In Action** 

**NCO- Non Commissioned Officer** 


8. Boy Scouts 

_A/N Demand seems to have dropped for the story. It's pretty 

demoralizing as the previous chapter was almost twice as long 

as all my other ones y et review count dropped by a half while 

the view count was pretty much the same as the last four 

chapters. .1 had a hard time writing the last chapter and would have 

liked more feedback on it, seeing as though it's a military story 

and there will be several more scenes like it throughout the course 



of the story with both halves of Charah involved in it. but 

meh . . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Eight <strong> 

**Boy Scouts** 

**August 21st 2006** 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

It had been ten days since Chuck and Sarah both set eyes on each 
other again at that CIA briefing after being apart for more than six 
years. For Sarah, those ten days had gone by very slowly, as she 
couldn't get Chuck out of her mind. Ever since she made the decision 
to leave him to protect him all those years ago he has always been in 
her mind. She has even had to resort to drinking herself into a mess 
to many times to count over the years, just to cope with being 
without him, which usually just results in her crying herself to 
sleep. Over the years that have passed, Sarah often wondered how 
Chuck was getting on, what he was doing, if he is married, had 
children. But actually seeing him again in person, as a special 
forces soldier of the all things he could have been, she would never 
have guessed it playing out like this in a million years. Seeing him 
again has brought out all sorts of thoughts and feelings for Sarah. 

If you had to ask Sarah if she still loved Chuck, she'd tell you with 
an immediate response that she has NEVER stopped loving him. You 
can't suddenly just go from loving somebody for four years, to 
suddenly stop caring about them. If somebody tried to tell Sarah 
otherwise, she would call them a liar. All Sarah wanted to do was 
talk to him again, to see what he's been doing in his life in all the 
years that have past. But she absolutely didn't expect Chuck to want 
to talk to her, no matter what past history she has with him. She is 
the one who broke up with him. And ignored like one hundred phone 
call attempts from him in the aftermath before changing her phone 
number. So Sarah completely understands why Chuck behaved how he did 
at that briefing room. She knows that he owes her nothing. If he 
would have done to her what she did to him, she'd have done the exact 
same thing, or worse. 

For Chuck however, the past ten days had been much easier, though 
that is in part due to the hectic responsibilities that his job 
entails. He had been swamped under with inventory checks for the 
upcoming deployment, training exercises consisting of close quarters 
combat tactics, hostage rescue, hours and hours on several of the 
weapon ranges that are set up in the base. There's even a weapons 
assault course with shooting targets that the teams use for 
competitions on who sets the fastest time. Lieutenant Commander 
Bartowski currently holds the record at 32.6 seconds. Lieutenant 
Grimes following with 38.3 seconds with Master Chief Garcia rounding 
off the top three with 41.9 seconds. One hundred and two people have 
taken part in the course according to the log book. 



Chuck had also tried once more unsuccessfully to try to get Sarah 
reassigned, with his father not so politely reminding him that he 
wasn't a baby anymore and couldn't just get what he wanted. He told 
him he is a military commander and needs to start acting like 
one . 

Chuck had found it pretty hard to sleep most nights though. As his 
mind drifted off into thoughts that he'd spent years trying to move 
away from. No amount of training in the world can help you when it 
comes to Sarah Walker. Chuck was absolutely sure of that. She still 
held an enormous power over him, but he wasn't going to allow her to 
use and humiliate him a second time over. He would sooner 
die . 

Carina had tried to get her friend to open up more about Chuck. And 
to tell her what she is thinking and feeling, but as far as Sarah is 
concerned, what happened between Chuck and her is staying between 
them and nobody else. 

Carina had also tried to pick at Morgan to get him to tell her what 
he knew. And if Chuck had said anything to him about Sarah. But 
Morgan told her that Chuck had completely dismissed everything about 
her, and said she's not part of his life anymore, it's in the past, 
buried and staying there. 

Today in particular was going to change all of that however, as Sarah 
was due to move onto Chuck's base to begin to liaise between the CIA, 
Navy Intelligence and Chuck's special forces team as part of a new 
initiative for increased inter agency cooperation. She would also be 
deploying with the team, so that she could provide the team with all 
of the intelligence that came into her possession via informants she 
controlled, and other intelligence gathering methods. This would 
allow the teams to conduct more raids and hopefully bring in more 
results . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>August 22nd<strong> 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

Sarah had been attached to Chuck's base as CIA liaison for just over 
a day now and all of Chuck's troop loved Sarah. All the guys were all 
trying their best to out do the other one to impress Sarah and were 
like a bunch of school kids as they fell over Sarah's feet. Morgan 
had taken on the duty of being Sarah's personal tour guide though he 
had to fight with several other guys in his troop and had to end up 
pulling rank just to get the duty. Morgan had a reason for wanting 
this particular duty of course, as he wanted to know everything about 
her. Chuck hadn't told Morgan much about Sarah in all the years he 
had known him. In fact, Morgan can only think of Chuck speaking about 
how they broke up, and not much at all prior to that. So Morgan was 
very much interested in finding out more about the life of the only 



woman that has presumably been with his CO and best friend, as he'd 
never seen Chuck with any woman, and there had been many offers 
Morgan could assure you of that. Certainly far more than Morgan get 
that's for sure, which he is quite jealous about. 

Sarah was having a great time since arriving on the special forces 
base and thought that all the guys were great and she was quite proud 
to be in their company. As she knows and understands all of the 
sacrifices they make for their country as they lay their lives on the 
line to get the job done. 

Morgan said he had a special surprise for Sarah today and here she 
was inside some sort of training facility. She was seated on a chair 
in the middle of the room wearing earmuffs and was told to stay there 
and not move as she noticed all around her shooting target dummies. 
Suddenly, several bangs went off followed by Sarah becoming blind as 
she tried to realize what the hell was going on as gunfire began to 
echo all around her as she tried to regain her vision. As she began 
to regain her sight, she now had six elite operators all circled 
around her dressed in full tactical gear as Morgan took off his 
mask . 

"Did you like it?" Morgan shouted, part because of the earmuffs and 
part because of the stun grenades just deployed knowing that Sarah 
would still be slightly disorientated. 

Sarah was shocked, as all of the target dummies were ripped to shreds 
and there was like eight of them previously standing. 

"Wow! That was great!" Sarah exclaimed as she was being helped to her 
feet by two frogmen who had removed the earmuffs from her. 

"Holy heck you guys use live rounds?" Sarah asked as she suddenly 
noticed spent 7.62mm bullet casings. 

"Yup, we train as if its the real thing." Morgan replies. 

"Are there ever any accidents?" 

"Yup, several guys have been grazed here, it's the hazards of the 
job." Morgan laughs. 

"And are you always this precise?" She then asks as she looks around 
at the no longer standing dummies once more. 

"Eh, we could do better." Morgan thinks, before asking his small fire 
team "Right guys?" 

"Oh yeah, absolutely." The five operators agree, still keen to show 
off to the attractive blonde. 

"Its still early in the day, you should see us after lunch." One of 
the operators jokes. 

Morgan and Sarah were now outside the training facility and Sarah was 
standing near to Morgan who had sent off his operators to do other 
tasking and leave Sarah in peace. 


"What was that place?" Sarah asked, still amazed by the 
demonstration . 



"That's where we conduct hostage rescue. There's other rooms inside 
the facility for all types of scenario's." Morgan says as he begins 
to answer further questions from a very interested Sarah. 

Lieutenant Commander Bartowski was presently inside his quarters 
watching out of his window with a keen interest of his XO and members 
of his troop making a fool of themselves all to impress a 
woman . 

Sighing, he goes back to paperwork. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>August 23rd<strong> 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

Another day, and yet more training exercises for the elite operators 
of Gold Squadron. As they practised close quarters combat 
extensively. Sarah had begun to liaise with Navy Intelligence 
officers. Providing them with at least a dozen new terrorist cells 
previously unknown to Navy Intelligence. 

Morgan had called Sarah over to show her another one of their 
training drills and they had now just finished when Morgan and the 
guys began to play with their Night Vision Goggles to show off to 
Sarah who was laughing at their ridiculous antics when suddenly the 
CO came racing toward them. 

"LT! A word!" Chuck suddenly says to his XO as he appeared outside of 
one of the training facilities. 

"Excuse me a minute Sarah, I'll be right back." He says to Sarah as 
he turns, about to head in the direction of his CO before stopping to 
say something to his Senior NCO Master Chief Garcia. 

"Hey Chief, why don't you show Sarah some more drills." He says as he 
leaves Sarah in the company of his married Master Chief so the rest 
of the guys didn't eat her alive, though even the Chief himself kept 
falling over Sarah's feet and he's a married guy of 20 years. 

Morgan quickly rushes over to see what his CO wanted. 

"Sir?" Morgan says as he came within distance of his CO. 

Chuck pulls his XO along outside of talking distance of his men and 
Sarah before continuing. 

"What the fuck are you playing at. We're preparing to deploy into a 
hostile environment and you're running all over the base like a bunch 
of fucking kids! You're Navy Seals not fucking boy scouts!" 


"Sir, we're just making her welcome that's all, extending out 



hospitality." Morgan tries to defend himself and the men in his 
unit . 

"Bullshit!" Chuck snaps, before rollicking his XO further. 

"It fucking stops now. You're being distracted from your tasking, 
she's a bad influence. Fucking concentrate." 

"Aye sir." Morgan says. 

"Don't let me catch you doing that again." Chuck says as a final note 
as he turns to return to his quarters. 

Morgan heads back in the direction of his troop who were showing 
Sarah another training exercise. 

"Sorry, I guess I got you guys into trouble." Sarah says 
sincerely . 

"Don't worry about it hon." Morgan assures her. 

"He's just a bit pissed off at the moment." Master Chief Garcia 
says . 

'Yes, because of me.' Sarah thinks to herself. As she watches Chuck 
walk back into his quarters. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later That Evening<p> 

Sarah had just knocked on the door to the quarters of Lieutenant 
Commander Bartowski . 

"Come in!" Chuck yells, still swamped under with 
paperwork . 

"Commander, I was hoping to have a word, if that's ok?" Sarah asks 
from the doorway. 

Chuck looks up from his paperwork to where Sarah was standing "Sure, 
what can I do for you Agent Walker?" He asks, inviting her to take a 
seat . 

Sighing as Sarah sits on the opposite side of Chuck's desk, looking 
at his face as his eyes shifted back to his paperwork. 

"I'm not so sure it's a good idea that I continue to be assigned to 
you guys." Sarah says, pausing as Chuck stops to glance at her before 
she continues. 

"So I just wanted to inform you that I think it's probably best I ask 
for a reassignment." 

Pausing briefly to think. Chuck continued "It's probably for the 
best." He says as he nods his head in agreement. 


"Will that be all Agent Walker?" He asks, waiting for her 
confirmation before returning to his paperwork. 



"Yes Commander." Says Sarah in response, as she departs to head for 
her temporary quarters that she has been accommodated in. 


~k ~k ~k 

><p>Sarah was now inside her quarters unwinding after a busy day as 
she picks up her phone to dial a number. <p> 

"Director Graham?" Sarah's boss says on the other end of the 
phone . 

"Agent Walker here sir. Look, I'm not so sure that it's a good idea I 
continue on with this assignment. I was hoping that you could 
reassign somebody else, instead of me." Sarah asks her boss. 

"Sarah, you're the best intelligence agent we have. We need you on 
this task force." The Director says. 

"It's not going to work sir, I have to much personal history with the 
Commander, he hates me, look, I really can't work here, I have a lot 
of leave that I have available. I'll even use all that up if I need 
to, but I can't work here." Sarah implores her director. 

"Sarah, I'm afraid that it's impossible. It's out of my hands I have 
no control over this. You will have to carry on." He retorts. 

"Can I ask why sir?" 

Sighing, the director continues. "You were personally requested for 
on this task force." 

"By who sir?" 

Sighing once more, the director continues. "Admiral Bartowski . You 
have yourself a good night Agent Walker." And with that, the director 
ended the call. 

Leaving Sarah's face to turn to shock, as her mind began to race with 
a million questions once more. 

(Insert Jaws theme music here) 


9. Love Struck 

_Response to the last chapter was so much better and has motivated me 
further again. So thanks for that._ 

_Just three main things to address so far that has been highlighted 
by reviews throughout the last few chapters 

_One thing about Morgan that I've already covered in the story and 
why he's not extremely pissed at Sarah. I've already said in the 
fourth chapter that Morgan was angry as he realized who Sarah was, 
but when Sarah ran off crying, Morgan obviously sensed that there was 
more about Sarah than Chuck had obviously told him over the years. 
Chuck had made Sarah out to be a heartless monster that didn't care 
about him. But if she didn't care, why would she run off crying even 
six years later. Morgan isn't an idiot, he knows there's a reason for 
why Sarah actually left Chuck. And that's why he's being nice to her. 



because he seen just how fragile she was when he sent Carina into the 
rest room after her 

_As for the rest of the guys in Gold Squadron, they have no idea who 

Sarah is to Chuck, I also addressed this in the second 

chapter 

_Oh, also the swearing, that's just part of Military life. A fighting 
man loves to swear I guess. And Chuck is a fighting man. Though he is 
also still the Chuck from canon, if you look at his relationship with 
the children and the wives of his unit. Chuck is Chuck in different 
ways in this story, such as saving the dog from Chief Rodriguez, or 
protecting men under his command by putting his life on the line. As 
I said in the second chapter. Chuck has to be outspoken in this 
story, because it's his job to create a camaraderie between his men 
and keep them in line and and more importantly, alive. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Nine<strong> 

**Love Struck** 

**August 24th** 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

It was now the morning after Sarah's unsuccessful attempts to be 
reassigned, and the big revelation that had accompanied it. Sarah 
hadn't slept very well at all as her mind couldn't understand why 
Chuck's dad would want Sarah anywhere near his son after how she had 
treated him six years previously. Another unanswered question to add 
to the increasingly growing number, she thought to herself. 

Today was a big day for Gold Squadron, as newly promoted Chief SWO 
John Miller was returning to duty four months after that fateful day 
that nearly lost him his life. There was a massive buzz going around 
the camp, as their comrade was welcomed back with open arms. 

The entire Squadron were presently in the mess hall and the CO of the 
Squadron had just arrived to formally welcome back their brother in 
arms . 

As Chuck arrived at the mess hall, he noticed Sarah still here. But 
he didn't have time to think about that, today was about something 
bigger than holding a grudge, today was about brotherhood. 

Standing at the front of the hall, accompanied by his subordinates 
from the other two troops in the Squadron Lieutenant Commander Cooper 
and Williams, as well as Lieutenant Grimes who was the XO of Chuck's 
troop. Chuck paid special homage to Chief Miller. 


"I would just like to speak on behalf of everybody here and I know I 
can count on you all agreeing with me on how great it is to have you 



back with us John. Welcome home buddy!" 

A sudden thunderous noise suddenly echoed around the mess hall as 
every single operator began banging on the tables in agreement with 
their CO. 

Accompanied with shouts of "Hear hear!" and other messages of support 
from all the operators of Gold Squadron. 

Master Chief Garcia who was seated next to the newly promoted Chief 
began to talk to one of his best friends. "It's good to have you back 
you bastard." he says as shakes his hand to welcome back his brother 
in arms . 

"Just couldn't bear to be without us buddy eh?" Chief Rodriguez 
chimed in who was sitting opposite Chief Miller. 

"Nah, I was on my way out until they upped my pay grade, it's all 
about the dollar baby, all about the dollar." Chief Miller jokes as 
he chats away with his brothers. 

The comrades all in the immediate vicinity began to laugh as they 
continued to offer their messages of support to the Chief returning 
to action. 

The Master Chief put his arm around one of his best friends laughing, 
as the air was filled with an enormous sense of camaraderie between 
the elite operators of all the troops in Gold Squadron. 

Continuing to address the men under his command, the CO continued 
"Today also marks the tenth day until we ship out. So make sure you 
begin to start tying up any last minute loose ends you have before we 
go kick some ass!" Chuck finishes in a yell to his men. 

Once more, a thunderous noise is heard. 

Chuck continues "Oh, our troop is also heading out tonight in 
celebration, you're welcome to come along and bring your wives, but 
keep them away from the Lieutenant!" He jokes. 

As the room roars with laughter. 

Morgan mocked a feint hurt expression, as he held his hand on his 
heart as if to say 'How could you. ' to his CO. 

Chuck continues once more "Oh, speaking of the LT, Lieutenant Grimes 
also thinks today will be his lucky day and that he will beat my 
record on the weapons course. Though frankly, I think he's lost his 
marbles as that's never gonna happen." 

Once more, the hall fills with laughter. 

And with that, the CO left to resume about the tasks he had, leaving 
all the men under his command to resume chatting away to each 
other . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>14:00 hours<p> 



At least thirty of the SEAL'S of Gold Squadron had gathered at the 
weapons assault course that involves undertaking some movement 
manoeuvres, followed by engaging fifteen targets with a combination 
of assault rifle and sidearm gunfire. 

There was a buzz around the place and the frogmen were taking bets 
with each other. 

Sarah was standing near to Master Chief Garcia "Who's going to win?" 
She asked the Chief. 

"Haha, nobody has ever came close to beating the Commander. Many of 
us have tried, all have failed." Replies the Master Chief, as he 
thinks back to the last time he himself tried to oust his CO from 
holding the record. 

"Is he that good?" Sarah asks, looking towards Chuck. 

The Chief shakes his head before continuing. "Oh yes, just watch, 
you'll be amazed at how quick he moves. He's a natural, finest 
operator I've seen and I've been on the teams fifteen years. One 
tough bastard. You wouldn't want him coming up against you, I'm just 
happy he's on my side." The Chief jokes to Sarah whose face had 
filled with a mixture of admiration and shock. 

Meanwhile, at the head of the course Morgan was trying to put his CO 
off . 

"Are you okay there Chuck? You're looking a bit scared over there, 
it's not to late to back out." Morgan jokes. 

"What and pass up on the opportunity to take all their money?" Chuck 
jokes, looking around at the people who are foolishly betting against 
him . 

Before turning to look at his XO once more "Bring it." He says as he 
prepares to advance. 

Meanwhile, all the frogmen who had gathered are listening in to the 
two Officers and are beginning to get extremely hyped up. 

"Standby!" Comes the call from Chief Miller who had been given the 
honour of refereeing the competition. 

"Ready!" He says once more as he fires a gun into the air beginning 
the competition as two other operators holding stop watches begin the 
countdown . 

Chuck and Morgan immediately advance forward with their assault 
rifles, taking down targets in rapid succession as they perform their 
first manoeuvre over one of the obstacles. 

Advancing further on, with Chuck already in a clear lead they 
continue to take out targets. Stopping to reload, they then advance 
even further taking out targets before they stop to crouch to expend 
the rest of the clip onto targets. 

Dropping their assault rifles on the floor, they un holster their 
personal sidearms and began to shoot at targets. Stopping to reload, 
they then perform a combat roll and continue to expend the magazine 



of their side arm on the final target, finishing the course. 


Back at the start of the course, all the operators were screaming 
away at what they were watching. 

"And the winner is!" Says Chief Miller, before pausing to add hype to 
the competition. 

"Commander Bartowski ! " The Chief says finally after a few seconds 
before continuing again as he looks at the two stop watches that the 
operators were showing him. 

"Oh shit boys! He's set a new course record! 29.9 seconds!" 

The operators all run to their CO to congratulate him, lifting him up 
in the air as the victor. 

Once they had put their CO down, the loser of the competition comes 
up to Chuck. "I fall on my sword, sir." Morgan says, as he bends his 
head down to pay respect to the victor. 

Chuck briefly turned to glance at Sarah, who was amazed at what she 
had just seen, he even gave her an ever so brief smile, before he was 
about to give a victory speech, when he was interrupted from doing 
that by a deeply hurt Morgan, who obviously wanted to extract some 
form of revenge on his CO as best he could. 

"Hey Sarah, why don't you have a go with the Commander.?" Morgan 
shouts to Sarah as he looked between Sarah and Chuck, the latter 
giving him deathly stares. 

Morgan began to laugh as all the frogmen who were still there began 
to get hyped once more, encouraging Sarah to take on their CO wanting 
to see what she had to offer. 

"Well, shall we?" Chuck ends up asking Sarah as all his men were 
clamouring to see it. 

"Sure, why not." Sarah says, as she steps forward to take up position 
on the course where Morgan had previously been. 

This led to rapturous cheers from the operators who were gathered to 
watch the competition. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The Chief had now explained the rules of what Sarah had to do on 
the course, and had handed her one of the team's primary assault 
rifles that they now use, the FN Special Operations Forces Combat 
Assault Rifle or SCAR, for short. Sarah hadn't used this particular 
rifle before but she had a lot of experience in using Carbines at one 
of the many gun ranges that she's spent her excessively large amount 
of free time that she has had throughout the last few 
years . <p> 

Sarah had also been issued with a Sig Sauer sidearm. This weapon she 
was familiar with and had used it many times, once more on one of the 
many gun ranges that she'd been on. 

Chuck looks in Sarah's direction on the weapons assault course, who 



glanced back at him 


"Good luck." He says to her. 

"Thanks." Sarah replies as she turns her head back to look at the 
course infront of her. 

Once more, the Chief goes through his routine. 

"Standby ! " 

"Ready!" He says once more before proceeding to fire his gun in the 
air as the two former lovers now went head to head on the weapon's 
assault course. 

Chuck and Sarah begin to advance and all the SEAL'S who had gathered 
were all screaming their encouragement to Sarah, willing her on to 
beating their CO so they can take the piss out of him for an 
eternity . 

Chuck had now turned to his sidearm, quickly followed by Sarah when 
he glanced over at Sarah and was pretty impressed with how she was 
handling herself, he didn't expect this in a million years. 

They had now just reloaded their sidearms and performed a combat 
roll, which Sarah also did, which led to cheers from the SEAL'S who 
were jumping around and screaming still encouraging her to oust their 
CO when the course ended. 

Chuck and Sarah then returned back to the start of the course. Chuck 
once more looking at Sarah with a look of admiration on how she 
handled herself, especially with it being her first time on the 
course . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They were now at the location of Chief White and the two 
operators who had the stop watches when the Chief began to speak to 
the anxiously waiting SEAL ' s . <p> 

"Commander Bartowski, " the Chief said, which was met with boos by the 
entire group of thirty plus that had gathered "34.7 seconds." 

"Agent Walker, " the Chief said, which was met by thunderous cheers 
"40.7 seconds . " 

"Booo! It's a fix!" The group all began to yell. 

Chuck walked closer to Sarah "Well done." He said sincerely as he got 
within close proximity of her. 

"Thanks. You too." Sarah replied, as Navy SEAL'S all began to 
surround her. 

Chief Miller was the first to speak "How did you learn to shoot like 
that you were amazing." 

The operators all suddenly stopped talking to listen to her response, 
even Chuck paid particular interest to the answer of this 
question . 



"Well, a whole lot of free time and a lot of hours at a gun range." 
Sarah replied to the Chief while looking into the eyes of Chuck as 
she spoke . 

"Commander, are you ok sir? You look a bit love struck." Chief 
Rodriguez jokes as Chuck had been glancing at Sarah for a short 
while 

"Dude, wouldn't you be. Agent Walker is like the female equivalent of 
him!" One SEAL says. 

"Commander spends his life at a gun range also." Another jokes. 

"Hey Sarah have you ever thought about a different career? You'd be 
more than welcome here." One of the SEAL'S says, followed by most of 
the operators agreeing with their comrade who shouted that. 

"Hey that means Sarah now holds third place on the course!" Chief 
Miller just realized as he was looking at the log book of all people 
who had taken part on the course. 

All of the SEAL'S once more began to laugh that caused a pretty 
deafening noise as one frogman suddenly shouted 

"You're getting too old Chief!" 

"Who the fuck said that ! " The Master Chief says as he looks around 
trying to find the culprit. 

It turned out the culprit was Morgan which caused both Sarah and 
Chuck to laugh as they were still glancing at each other. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Next Chapter: The team all go out to dinner to celebrate Chief 
Miller's homecoming, and Sarah is invited along. <p> 

And more ! 


10. He Still Loves You 

A/N I'm going out on a limb here and I'm publishing this chapter 
super fast because it's ready fast. Which means several things, most 
notably is that my story wont show up as updated on the main Chuck 
fiction page, as it only shows up once every 24 hours. So I will 
probably get far less views for this Chapter. So I'm trusting in the 
followers of this story who get email confirmation to help me out by 
leaving feedback on what they think. 

Marking the Tenth Chapter, I would just like to pay special thanks to 
all of the regular reviewers, and I hope that you continue to enjoy 
the ride throughout the coming weeks as we work to try and get Charah 
back on good terms. And stop some bad guys ooh rah! 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Ten<strong> 



**He Still Loves You** 


**August 24th** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

**19:00 hours** 

Chuck, Sarah, Morgan and a massive group of twenty had just arrived 
at a large bar & grill restaurant that the troop use fairly often for 
gatherings and had booked a week in advance. The men of the group 
were all off duty and dressed in civilian clothing. 

Chuck's troop come to this place a lot as big groups, it's probably 
safe to say that they are the restaurants biggest customers. 

Chief Miller and his wife Sophie were here, as was Master Chief 
Garcia and his spouse of twenty years Jane Garcia. Chief Rodriguez 
and his long term partner Rebecca were also in attendance and 
more . 

Morgan, Chief Miller and Master Chief Garcia had all begged Sarah to 
come along, seeing as though she was deploying with them, they wanted 
her to get to know a significant portion of their troop better. Sarah 
was wearing her favourite leather jacket, black shirt underneath and 
pants . 

While Chuck was just wearing a navy blue dress shirt and pants. 

Once more. Chuck held no feeling of malice or a holding of a grudge 
towards Sarah tonight, as it wasn't about him or Sarah, tonight was 
about friendship and if his team wanted her to come along he had no 
issues with that. One thing he was thankful of was that he didn't 
have to sit next to her, or that would have been pretty awkward. The 
feeling of that was mutual as Sarah felt the same, though they were 
almost seated facing each other, which was almost as bad and they had 
already glanced at each other several times rather awkwardly since 
arriving . 

The team were now ordering food and the next few minutes passed by 
without significant incident until now, as it was Sarah's turn to 
order, and what happened next, nobody in the room would have 
guessed . 

"What will you be ordering ma'am?" The waiter had asked Sarah. 

Sarah taking her eye out of the menu began to order. 

"Vegetarian pizza, no.." Sarah was unable to finish her 
order . 

"Olives." Chuck finished for Sarah, while still glancing at the menu 
while he was waiting to order. 

This caused most of the group sitting near to the former lovers to 
all turn and look in the direction of Chuck, including Sarah, 



shocked . 


"Woah, how did you know that Commander?" the Master Chief asked his 
CO. 

"Huh?" Said Chuck, not realizing his blunder for a brief moment 
before he realized what he had just done "Oh, calculated guess." He 
said as he laughed to try and cover up his blunder, before glancing 
at Sarah who was still looking at Chuck pretty shocked that he still 
remembered that particular thing about her after all the years that 
have passed. 

"This man is a genius." Chief Miller exclaimed as he too had heard 
his CO. 

Jane Garcia was paying particular attention to how the young 
Commander and the attractive blonde were behaving around each 
other . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The big group had now finished with their meals and were all 
engaged in multiple conversations. Sarah had been introduced to 
everybody at the table, as she is the only one to have not been 
involved with the group before.<p> 

Suddenly, the CO stood up and began to ask for the attention of the 
group as they all stopped talking to listen to the CO. 

Chuck began to speak "Firstly, I'd just like to say how great it is 
to have you back here with us John. We have all missed you the past 
four months and I would also especially like to pay special mention 
to Sophie, who has been extremely brave and resilient in the absence 
of her husband while the lazy sod was recovering in hospital!" He 
says joking as he shakes the hand of his great friend John. 

The entire group roared in agreement with Chuck. 

"Sophie has also informed me that she wants to convey a few words of 
thanks, so I now pass the stage over to Mrs Miller." Chuck finishes, 
as he begins to then applaud the Chief's wife, followed by the group 
hastily joining in the applause. 

Sophie Miller begins to speak "Thank you Commander, firstly, I would 
just like to offer my thanks to the Commander himself, who without 
him, I don't know how me and my two young boys would have got by 
these last few difficult months. He's been a real sweetheart." She 
pauses, as tears begin to fill her eyes "And I just wanted to thank 
you from the bottom of my heart Chuck. What you did for my John, me 
and my boys will never forget. We owe you our lives." She says 
emotionally . 

Chuck is trying his best to shrug off Sophie's praise. 

"Stop doing that to yourself Chuck." Sophie orders. "You should be 
proud of what you did for my John." She says, with the group roaring 
in agreement with the Chief's wife, before she finishes "I would like 
you all to please raise your glasses, to the Commander." Sophie 
finishes, as she raises her glass in the air to pay homage to the 
CO . 



"The Commander." Everybody says as they stand to raise their glasses 
to toast . 


"I know John would like to say a few words of thanks, so I will now 
pass you over to him." 

"Speech, speech, speech!" Morgan suddenly starts to chant, followed 
by everybody else joining in the chanting. 

John then stands up, thanking his wife before continuing "I don't 
know where to begin." The Chief jokes followed by laughter. 

"Firstly I'd just like to thank Jane, Rebecca and all the other wives 
and girlfriends of the guys in my troop. I'll never forget the 
friendship that you showed my wife and my two beautiful sons. And to 
every one of you guys, and all the other guys from Gold Squadron who 
were there for my family while I was away. Thanks." He says sincerely 
before continuing "And now, to the man whom I owe my life to, " The 
Chief pauses, choking back emotions as he thinks what he wants to 
say. "I remember telling him to leave me and the stubborn bastard 
wouldn't." The Chief pauses to laugh, followed by everybody at the 
table joining in. 


"I'm sorry I didn't!" Chuck says mid group laughter. 

"I'm bloody glad you didn't!" John retorts as the group laugh once 
more . 


"I'm finding it hard to put into words how I feel. So I will keep it 
short. To the bravest man I know, to Chuck Norris." Chief Miller 
finishes as he raises his glass in the air. 


"To Chuck Norris." The group laugh as they raise their glasses in the 
air once more. 


Chuck rounded off the speech with a final message as he stood up once 
more. "To our fallen friends who didn't make it home. To Bryce, Ray 
and Sean." Chuck says as he raises his glass in the air. 

"To Bryce, Ray and Sean." The group all follow up. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Roughly twenty minutes later<p> 

Chuck was now at the bar chatting away with Morgan, the Master Chief, 
Chief Miller and a couple other guys from his troop and Sarah was at 
the table of the group. Sarah was pretty zoned out as she was 
glancing in the direction of Chuck, who would occasionally meet her 
gaze briefly. 

"Old flame?" Jane Garcia suddenly asked Sarah, who snapped out of her 
gaze on Chuck to look at the Master Chief's wife. 

"Is it that obvious?" Sarah asked laughing. 

"Only to me. I've been married for twenty years hon." The much older 
experienced lady replied. 



"We ended pretty sour." Sarah replies, as she shifted her gaze back 
to Chuck once more, who was now looking right back at her. 

"There's still something there." the experienced lady continued "I've 
never seen the CO look at another woman the way I've seen him look at 
you tonight . " 

Sarah had now turned her gaze from Chuck to look back at the much 
older woman who continued. 

"If I had to bet, I'd say he still loves you." Jane says to the much 
younger woman. 

"I crushed him." Sarah admits dejectedly. 

Jane rubs the shoulder of Sarah comfortingly "Nobody is perfect in 
life darling, we all make mistakes. God knows, I've made many of my 
own, but I still love my husband, and he loves me." 

Sarah's heart strings begin to pull as the much older ladies words 
begin to have an impact on her as she drifted off into thoughts again 
as she gazed into the eyes of the man standing at the other end of 
the restaurant looking back at her. 

The rest of the night was pretty uneventful, as the group stayed in 
the restaurant sharing each others company until departing roughly 
after 23:00 hours. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>August 25th<strong> 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

It was now the morning after Chief Miller's homecoming, as activities 
returned to normal on the base of the elite DEVGRU squadron, as they 
continued to prepare to deploy on counter insurgency operations in 
the Middle East . 

Chuck as the squadron's CO had an incredible amount of paperwork to 
catch up on, when he's deployed he doesn't get much chance to do it. 
So it builds up into a huge pile when he's back on base. 

Coupled with his responsibilities of leading the Squadron, Chuck's 
secondary responsibilities are that of troop leader, and he also has 
team exercises he needs to oversee, and training, training and more 
training . 

Chuck was presently in his quarters working through his paperwork 
when he noticed a pretty big fracas ongoing between at least ten guys 
of his troop. Quickly getting to his feet, he runs outside and 
towards the facility where the loud discussion was ongoing. 


"What the fuck's going on here!" Chuck yells as he gets within 



distance of his men as Chuck and his experienced NCO Master Chief 
Garcia begin to start pulling the angry sailors apart from each 
other . 

Having not had an answer from any of his men who were busy tearing at 
each others throats, he asks once more in an almighty roar. 

"I SAID WHAT THE FUCK'S GOING ON HERE?" 

"Training fuck up sir." One of his men finally replied. 

"Third Class Perez grazed Second Class Walker." The experienced 
Master Chief informed his CO. 

Chuck grabbed hold of both the instigators and threw them in the 
direction of his quarters. 

"LT, on me." Chuck calls for his LT to follow him and the two frogmen 
about to be reprimanded by their CO. 

Chuck, Morgan, Second Class Walker and Third Class Perez had all 
arrived in Chuck's quarters. 

"Sit." Chuck commands, as he throws the two operators onto waiting 
seats before proceeding to reprimand them. 

"If I ever see that again, you're out!" Chuck yells down the throats 
of the two frogmen. 

"I will NOT lose another man under my command. Especially not because 
somebody forgets to watch somebody elses back because you're fucking 
holding a grudge against him!" He yells at both of them. 

Pausing to try to regain his calm levels, which was unsuccessful, 
Chuck continues 

"For the next 7 days you're going to be running, together, 10 miles 
full gear each day and you better believe it's going to involve a 
whole lot of added rocks, because I'm going to be putting them in my 
self!" 

Not done yet, the CO continued "And when you're done running, you're 
going to be fucking cleaning the base, and if its not spotless, 
you're going to be running some more! DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?" 

"Sir, that's a bit harsh it's the first time they've fucked up." 
Morgan tries to defend the two troop members. 

Chuck points his hand at his XO warning him not to say another 
word . 

"Now get out ! " He says to the two frogmen he just 
reprimanded . 

Morgan was about to leave with Walker and Perez when Chuck called his 
XO. 

"LT, a word." 


Shutting the door after the two frogman who had exited Morgan turns 



to his CO. 


"Take a seat." Chuck says as he tells his XO to take a seat at the 
other side of his desk. 

Waiting until his XO sits Chuck continues "Don't ever undermine my 
authority like that again." Chuck warns to his XO . 

"I'm sorry sir, it's just..." Morgan paused, sighing "It's the first 
time they fucked up sir." 

"If we don't come down on them, and we're in the middle of fucking 
Baghdad or on the Afghan border and we get engaged and they aren't 
willing to run through hell for each other we're fucking finished." 
Says Chuck. 

"We can't tolerate in house fighting Morgan, it will fucking destroy 


"They were just a bit pissed off sir, it's nothing more than 
that . " 

The two best friends continue on with this discussion for the next 
few minutes . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Commander, can I speak to you off the record, as your best 
friend? "<p> 

"Very well" 

"Okay, hear me out before you dismiss it," He pauses "I think you're 
letting your emotions with Sarah cloud your judgement. Ever since 
she's arrived on base you've changed man, maybe just hear her out, 
listen to what she has to say, surely you owe her that much." 

"I owe her nothing!" Chuck suddenly snaps. 

"As your best friend, and your XO, I think you're wrong sir ok, I 
just think you're wrong." 

"That will be all Lieutenant." Says Chuck, unwilling to talk any 
further . 

"Aye sir." and with that, Morgan got up to leave. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>As Morgan left his CO ' s quarters he began to head towards his 
troop. Pausing to sigh, "If Chuck wont do it," He says to himself, 
pausing to sigh once more "Then I'll have to."<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later that evening<p> 
Quarters of Lieutenant Grimes 


"Admiral sir, I know we both care about Chuck and love him and this 



is why I'm doing this." 

"Go on son?" The Admiral said on the other end of the 
transmission . 

Morgan sighs, before continuing "I believe Chuck is holding a 
personal grudge against Agent Walker and I believe it's impacting his 
decisions, he's not been the same since she arrived on 
base . " 

Sighing on the other end of the transmission, the Admiral agrees. 
"Leave it to me son. And thank you." The Admiral says to the junior 
officer . 

"Aye sir." Replies Morgan. 

And with that, the Admiral ended the transmission. Leaving Morgan to 
pray he has done the right thing 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>AN- It must have took a lot of courage for Morgan to do 
that . 

The next chapter is going to be HUGE, as we finally find out just 
what happened six years ago. 


1 1 . My Sarah 

_A/N Guys I'm sorry I think I unintentionally lied, the early parts 
to this chapter ended becoming so much longer than I expected it to 
be, so I've had to split it, more at the end so I don't give anything 
away ._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Eleven<strong> 

* *My Sarah** 

**August 25th** 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

**20:00 hours** 

Chuck was getting ready to turn in his duties for the night when he 
received a transmission request from his father, they had been in 
discussion for several minutes now about military matters and the 
young Commander received further orders from his father informing him 
that his troop would be acting as a rapid reaction force onboard his 
father's Aircraft Carrier for two weeks while Red Squadron were stood 
down for some R&R state side before joining up with the rest of Gold 



Squadron who would deploy straight away to their final destination in 
Baghdad . 


The Admiral was now speaking to his son about events that had 
occurred earlier in the day. 

Chuck could only shake his head as he began to rage at his XO and 
best friend's betrayal "This is Morgan isn't it! I'll fucking kill 
him!" Chuck fumed. 

"Son, go easy on him, it must have been hard for him, he loves you as 
if he were your brother." 

"He had no business to do what he did!" 

"You're wrong Commander, you cant deploy into combat until you've got 
your affairs in order. You're all over the place son." He paused, 
before proceeding to implore his son to see reason. 

"I want you to clear the air with Sarah Chuck. Just hear her out 
okay? Surely now you can see that there was a reason outside of your 
control for why she actually left you, and not the one she gave you 
at the time, which if being frank, was a load of bullshit." 

Chuck was still looking uneasy on the subject and sensing that, his 
father pressed on once more "I can give you it in the form of an 
order if that's what you want me to do Chuck. But I would prefer that 
we do this father to son. Clear the air with her, you can't live in 
the past all your life holding a grudge. You need to move on from it 
son." 

Sighing, knowing deep down that his father was right. Chuck 
continued 

"Dad, look, you're right, okay I get it. But I don't have much to say 
to her. Am I supposed to just forget all of what she said and pick up 
from six years ago and pretend that we're happy families again 
because she's back in town and suddenly wants to talk to me 
again? " 


"Nobody is expecting that of you son. But you need to lose the 
grudge, you need closure once and for all. You're a United States 
Navy Commander now, you have responsibilities, you're not just a man 
who got his heart broken anymore." 

"aye sir . " 

"Oh, one more thing before I go, call your mother she misses you. 
Love you son." 

"You too dad." And with that, the Admiral ended the transmission, 
leaving Chuck to lean back in his chair taking a deep sigh as he 
planned his next move. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>August 26th<strong> 
**Dam Neck Annex** 



**Virginia Beach** 


**Virginia** 

**United States** 

It was now the morning after the Admiral's intervention, which seems 
to have happened several times already, which was quite worrying for 
Chuck, as his mind began to come to conclusions. 

As Chuck entered the mess hall, there was only about two dozen people 
left on base, most of the Squadron had turned in for the weekend and 
were back in their family homes with their families, unfortunately 
for Chuck, he had no family, so here he was. He noticed Sarah and 
sighing, as he still felt uneasy in regards to her, he walked over to 
her . 

"Good morning." he said, as he arrived within distance of his former 
lover . 

"Good morning Commander." Sarah couldn't help but say while beaming a 
bright smile. As that's how she feels whenever she sees his 
face . 

Which made Chuck feel even more uneasy, as everything she does 
reminds him of the past life that the lovers shared for four years 
before she tarnished it all with a few simple words. 

Still feeling extremely awkward in regards to talking to his former 

lover that he hadn't seen for six years and the manner in which they 
split up, the Commander pauses, as he leans forward onto the table, 

just in front of her, which caused Sarah to do a double take and 

become extremely anxious herself. 

Sighing, Chuck opened his mouth to talk "Sarah, " He says pausing, as 
it's the first time he's called her by her name since they have been 
reunited with each other. 

Hearing Chuck call her by her name caused Sarah to lose her breath as 
lumps began to form in her throat. Oh how she's missed hearing him 
call her name, this feels like heaven to her. She gazes into his eyes 
forgetting about everything as he continues to talk to her. 

"there's no easy way to go about starting this," He says, pausing 
before continuing "so here goes, do you think we could like, maybe 
you know, talk?" 

Chuck manages to complete, very jittery, which is stupid as he's a 
Navy Seal, has been through eighteen months of incredibly challenging 
mental and physical torture, has been involved in major conflicts, 
killed people, watched friends die, engaged in hand to hand combat, 
but he's never felt as exposed and as nervous as he is feeling right 
now, except one other time, but more on that later. 

And here it is, the first bit of hope that Sarah has had since she 
set eyes on him again two weeks ago. 

"I'd like that Chuck." Sarah replies, beaming a huge smile once more 
that could ALMOST melt all of Chuck's walls that he has between 
himself and his former lover. Sarah invites Chuck to take a 



seat . 


Chuck looks around, seeing men under his command all glancing at 
their CO, unwilling to let anybody else except Sarah and himself be 
privy to what they have to say, he quickly dismisses her invitation 
"Noo, not here, how about in my quarters, when you're free, if that's 
okay ? " 

"I'm free now." Sarah replies instantly, having not taken her eyes 
off him once since he came up to her. 

"Okay great, shall we say thirty minutes?" 

"Sure." Sarah shoots. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Thirty minutes later<p> 

Sarah was outside the door of Chuck's quarters, she'd spent the last 
few minutes trying to build herself up to knocking, her stomach is 
turning, she has butterflies and feels sick. 

Her former lover, not by a coincidence, was doing and feeling the 
exact same things on the other side of the door, as he paced around 
his office trying to find composure, unsuccessfully. 

Sighing as Sarah tries to shake off all of her nerves, she knocks on 
the door to her former lover. 

"Come in." She hears Chuck say, in a much softer tone than the one he 
had used days previously. 

She opens the door, as a sudden feeling of anxiety once more takes 
hold of her. 

"Hi" is all she can say, she can't think of anything to say. What can 
you say to start a conversation with somebody you broke up with six 
years ago? 

Though in her defence, neither can Chuck "Hi" he replies back to her, 
as they look into each others eyes quickly becoming lost once more 
for probably the millionth time this action has been performed since 
they first met ten years ago. 

"Take a seat?" Chuck says eventually, as he is forced to snap out of 
his gaze before he does or says something he regrets as he nervously 
also takes a seat. 

They are both seated now, still looking into the eyes of one another 
for at least half a minute before they awkwardly both go to speak at 
the same time. 

"You go first." Sarah quickly replies, not wanting to start the first 
proper conversation they've had in six years. The last time she tried 
that outside the CIA briefing room, it didn't go well. 

Chuck laughs briefly, still feeling incredibly anxious "Gee, thanks." 
He manages to joke, followed by a giggle from Sarah. 



"Ok, look," He starts, thinking what he wants to say. "I just want to 
apologize for my abrupt nature the past few weeks. I've let my 
personal feelings come between our professional relationship and for 
that I apologize. You have been sent here to liaise with my team, and 
If I spend the entirety of your time with us holding a grudge against 
you, it's not going to work, and I'm going to dismiss all your input, 
which could cost lives, and that's not a sacrifice I'm prepared to 
make, so for that, I'm sorry." He manages to get out all in one 
breath . 

"Chuck you don't need to apologize. It can't have been easy for you 
to find out that I work for the CIA like that." 

"No, it wasn't." He admits rather sharply. 

Sarah mopes and hangs her head in shame for a brief moment before 
looking back at him with puppy eyes knowing she's done something 
wrong which almost causes Chuck to choke, he hadn't seen that look in 
a long time. 

"It wasn't easy for me to find out you're a Navy Seal either." Sarah 
says softly. 

"True. I guess we both got a little more than we bargained for there 
huh." Chuck says with a slight chuckle. 

"Absolutely." Replies Sarah, to which Chuck says "heh." in 
response . 

"Can I ask you a question Chuck?" Sarah asks sweetly. 

"Sure." He says nodding his head in response while the two former 
lovers continued to gaze at each other. 

"I thought you hated the Navy?" 

Chuck sighs, there was absolutely no way he was going to expose 
himself too much to her, this is the woman who crushed and stamped on 
his heart after all, but he actually felt a bit better in himself for 
this so far, so divulging a little bit wouldn't hurt to much, if it 
means he can finally close this chapter in his life and move 
forward . 

"Sarah," He says, pausing to think "I'm not going to lie to you, what 
you did and said to me that day, and how you behaved in the weeks 
after, not returning any of my calls, it crushed me..." He stops, 
wanting to add more but his defence mechanisms kick in to stop 
himself showing his vulnerable state. 

Chuck still looking into Sarah's eyes as they hadn't took their gaze 
from one another since they both sat down noticed that Sarah's eyes 
were becoming watery, and quite frankly. Chuck melted a little inside 
seeing her like this. Chuck can't ever recall Sarah crying in front 
of him in all the years he had known her except maybe two or three 
occasions, he recalls them being at the fairground one day, and he 
recalls there bring a brief outburst but other than that and one or 
two more times, he's never seen her this emotional. 


"I'm so sorry Chuck." Sarah says emotionally wiping her eyes with her 
hand before continuing "This was never supposed to happen, I did it 



to protect you, I didn't want you anywhere near the CIA. Or me, after 
the things I'd already done for them." 


Chuck began to tense up inside. He simply couldn't accept that, if 
Sarah truly thought anything of him, she would have consulted him, 
and involved him in the discussion, he had a right to an opinion, she 
took that away from him and made the decision for him. 

"Sarah, tell yourself that if it makes you feel better. We was 
together for four years, we lived together for two years and you 
didn't even include me in your decision, you made my mind up for me, 
what you did was selfish." 

Chuck says rather harshly, he could see Sarah was in a terrible state 
right now, and he'd never seen her like this in her entire life but 

is she honestly trying to tell him that cutting him out of the 

equation and making a life changing decision for him was anything 
other than an act of selfishness? 

"Chuck, I don't know what to say, I'm so sorry." She said once more 
emotionally . 

Sighing, Chuck knew that there was no point dwelling on past mistakes 
and they needed to try to move forward if they were going to continue 
to work together. 

"Sarah, I don't think I can ever forgive you for what you did. If you 
truly loved me, you would have let me make my own decision, I would 

have stayed by your side until the day I died regardless of who you 

were, or what career you had, the love I had for you was so much 
deeper than some petty small time things like that." 

"I killed a man Chuck." Sarah began to sob. 

Chuck tensed up once more. How can you respond to that? Chuck entered 
into a state of shock. His Sarah could never hurt another human 
being, she couldn't even kill an insect. 

Chuck didn't know what to say. "Sarah, I don't know what you want me 
to saya€ i . " 

Was all Chuck could manage, as he was shell-shocked. 

"Tell me you hate me, anything. I deserve it" 

"SarahaC! . I could never hate you, I don't even know how I feel 
anymore. I don't even know who I am anymore. Do you want to know how 
many people I've killed? I couldn't even tell you, I have lost 
count ..." 

The two former soul mates look into each others eyes once more and 
see nothing but pain and suffering while they are both oblivious to 
the fact that even if they can't see it themselves, they need each 
other, more than anything. Without each other, they're just a shallow 
existence of what they used to be. 

To be continueda€| 

_Guys, I'm sorry! I just love clif fhangers ! Next chapter continues 
on, and could even be a three parter. _ 



12. New Beginnings 


Previously: "Tell me you hate me, anything. I deserve it" 

"SarahaCi . I could never hate you, I don't even know how I feel 
anymore. I don't even know who I am anymore. Do you want to know how 
many people I've killed? I couldn't even tell you, I have lost 
count ..." 

The two former soul mates look into each others eyes once more and 
see nothing but pain and suffering while they are both oblivious to 
the fact that even if they can't see it themselves, they need each 
other, more than anything. Without each other, they're just a shallow 
existence of what they used to be. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Twelve<strong> 

**New Beginnings** 

The mood inside Chuck's quarters right now was extremely sombre. 

Sarah was very emotional. Chuck doesn't know what has happened to 
Sarah the past few years but he can sense that she has become very 
unstable, and knew he had to tread very carefully with what he says 
to her. No matter how much Sarah had hurt him, he doesn't want to see 
his ex girlfriend upset, he doesn't say things just to provoke a 
reaction out of somebody, that is just cruel, so he calmed the 
tension as best he could, for fear of Sarah exploding any further 
than she already had because he doesn't know the extent of just how 
emotionally unstable Sarah may be. 

Chuck didn't know what to do, he couldn't just run up to her and hug 
her, that would be madness, and he didn't want to patronize her by 
telling her everything was/is okay either, as he didn't want to give 
her a sense of false hope. 

Immediately after Chuck's revelation, Sarah had tried to blame 
herself and to tell Chuck that it was all her fault, for everything 
that Chuck had done the last few years, but he told her that's not 
true, it was his decision to join the Navy, not hers. 

This is of course a different tune to the one he was singing two 
weeks ago inside the briefing room, when he blamed her for everything 
he had done the past few years but sometimes you say things you don't 
mean when you are angry. Chuck doesn't blame Sarah for anything he's 
done since he joined the Navy, but that doesn't mean he can forgive 
her for what she did to him in the past either, so they needed to 
find a mutual ground somewhere, somewhere they can work on that can 
help build their professional relationship, hence the idea Chuck was 
about to suggest, though he is already feeling like he will regret 
it, but here goes. 

Sighing, taking a deep breath before continuing. "Sarah, would you 
like to go out tonight, just us two, see if we can move forward and 
try to bury everything that happened in our past, so we can try to 
start fresh and work together professionally." 



Chuck noticed Sarah immediately lift her head up and her demeanour 
seemed to change into something of hope. 

"Wait no, its probably a bad idea." Chuck says, immediately starting 
to second guess himself. 

"Chuck, I'd love to." Sarah says. 

"I'm not so sure it's a good idea." Chuck starts to say panicking, as 
he realized he had let Sarah back in and was putting up walls 
again . 

"Chuck, please?" Sarah said as she looked at him with those puppy 
eyes, oh god those eyes.. He couldn't ever resist anything she had 
asked of him when they were together when she looked at him with 
those eyes, and he still can't now no matter how much she had 
destroyed him. 

"Very well, tonight at 8?" Was all Chuck could say, as he knew he had 
fucked up and it was already too late. 

Sarah suddenly beamed a bright smile at him, as her mood perked up 
entirely from sadness to happiness. 

"Thank you Chuck." Sarah says sincerely. "I should probably go." 

Sarah says, as her mind begins to race with thoughts. She had so much 
to do before meeting Chuck later tonight. 

Chuck sharply agrees, before he says or does anything else he 
regrets . 

He stands up and walks Sarah to the door, opening it for his ex he 
watches her walk away with a spring in her step. 

Sighing, he goes back to his chair berating himself for the fuck 
up . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Later that afternoon<p> 

Sarah was busy getting ready for her rendezvous with Chuck when her 
phone began to ring, she had been in conversation now with Carina for 
several minutes. 

"I'm heading out with Morgan tonight, want to come along?" Carina 
asked her friend. 

"Actually, I'm going somewhere with Chuck." Sarah said with a smile 
to herself before realizing what she had just did. 'Oh fuck.' Sarah 
said to herself. 

Sarah could hear the change in voice of her friend. 

"Oh?" Comes the response. 

"I've already said to much Carina, its none of your business. I have 
to go. Bye." Sarah says as she puts the phone down on her friend 
sighing before going back to continuing to get ready. 



Meanwhile, roughly thirty minutes later 

"Chuck, I don't know how to start this man, so here goes, I'm sorry. 

I betrayed you, I know that." 

Chuck shrugs it off "Don't worry about it Morgan, you were right man, 
I can't live in the past holding a grudge my entire life. I actually 
feel a lot better, though I fucked up buddy, I think I accidentally 
asked Sarah out on a date, and that's not what I intended, I don't 
want to give her false hope that everything is suddenly ok 
again . " 

"Just tell her that bud, I'm sure even Sarah herself doesn't expect 
you to just forgive her for walking out of your life." 

"So uh, where are you heading?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later that evening<p> 

19:55 hours 

Chuck had just arrived outside of Sarah's temporary quarters. He 
pulls up outside, taking a few minutes before exiting his vehicle to 
knock on the quarters of Sarah. 

"Just a minute." Sarah had called as Chuck knocked on the 
door . 

Sarah appears moments later and Chuck stops dead in his tracks. 'This 
was such a bad idea.' He tells himself, as he can't help but glance 
and admire his ex girlfriend for an indefinite amount of time. Who is 
looking more beautiful than Chuck had ever seen her in her life. She 
was wearing a salmon coloured dress that Chuck had never seen before. 
He couldn't stop his mind from the thoughts he was having about his 
ex right now, he didn't even attempt to, as his brain had stopped 
functioning and turned to mush. 

Sarah, the culprit of Chuck's thoughts was doing the exact same thing 
to him. His hair had grown a bit longer since she first seen him 
again at the CIA briefing, and she seen a forming of some curls that 
had begun to form again, which she loved. Sarah was waiting for Chuck 
to lean in and kiss her, as she had completely forgotten that they 
weren't together anymore, and the way that Chuck was looking at her, 
she was expecting him to do that any moment, as she stood, looking at 
him waiting. 

Thankfully, as neither of them intended to talk any time soon, though 
rather awkwardly, the pair were interrupted by wolf 
whistles . 

"Commander's got a date!" One frogman says as a group of three walk 
past their CO. 

"Oh crap, I think we're going to be the talk of base for the 
foreseeable future." Is all Chuck can say. 


Sarah laughs. Still waiting. 



Shrugging off the intrusion from three of his men. Chuck snaps out of 
his thoughts, and tries to not look at Sarah too much again. 


"You ready?" He asks. 

"Yeah." Is all Sarah can say, trying to meet eye contact with Chuck 
again unsuccessfully . 

Chuck opens the door to his car for Sarah, and once they are both 
inside, Sarah asks where they are heading. 

"One of my favorite restaurants, you will love it." He says as he 
fires up the engine to his vehicle. 

"I like anything as long as I'm with you." Sarah thinks to 
herself . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>25 minutes later<p> 

Chuck and Sarah had now just been seated at the restaurant, and they 
were paused, looking into each others eyes in what can only be 
described as an extremely romantic gesture, as if they were still a 
couple and almost as if they were about to kiss when Chuck snaps out 
of it, leaving Sarah visibly frustrated. 

"Sarah, you look amazing tonight by the way." Chuck says, sensing 
that Sarah was probably about to try and kiss him or something, he'd 
sooner pay her a compliment than that happening, because then he 
really would be compromised. 

"I didn't think you still cared." Sarah says harshly, looking at him 
moping because he hadn't kissed her yet. 

"Sarah, my feelings were never in question." Chuck replies as 
harshly . 

"Sorry, I guess I deserve that." Sarah says still moping. 

Chuck sighs, remembering why he had asked her here in the first 
place, so they could try to move on professionally. He wanted to lose 
the grudge tonight once and for all. 

Taking hold of her hand, though regretting that action immediately, 
he continues "Sarah, I'm sorry, okay. I'm just finding it hard still, 
you don't deserve this, it has been six years. I need to move on and 
act my age, you had every right to break up with me if that's what 
you wanted." 

"Chuck, it's not what I wanted." Sarah says in response as she put 
her free hand onto Chuck's that was holding onto hers. 

Chuck pauses immediately when Sarah put her free hand on top of his. 

A million thoughts racing through his mind as the former soul mates, 
though you would be forgiven if you removed the former begin to gaze 
into the eyes of each other once more as Chuck's head began to lean 
in the direction of Sarah, before his face suddenly turned to shock, 
untangling his hand from hers in the process, as he moved his head to 
now sit back in his chair "I don't believe it." Chuck suddenly says 



exasperated . 


"Chuck, what's wrong?" Sarah asks sincerely, thinking she had said 
something or done something wrong when she tried to lean forward to 
kiss him. 

However, Chuck was just pointing in the direction behind Sarah and 
she turned her head immediately to see Morgan and Carina both waving 
at them. 

Sarah began to rage inside, of all the people who could have shown 
up, just as Chuck was about to kiss her aswell. 'I'm going to kill 
her.' She tells herself as every part of her body fills up with 
rage . 

"I'm so sorry Chuck, this is me, I slipped up." Sarah says as she had 
turned her head back to Chuck. 

Chuck shook his head "Nah, this one is on me. Morgan asked me where I 
was heading tonight and I told him." He stops, before looking back in 
the direction of Morgan with daggers in his eyes. 

"I'm going to kill him." 

"Not if I kill her first." Sarah says vehemently as she looks at 
Carina who had just stopped Sarah from kissing the man she still 
loves far more than anything. 

-k -k * * 

_LOL, Morgan and Carina actually hindered what was about to happen, 
rather than help, which was their intentions LOOL I'm so cruel. I 
love it.__ 

_Next chapter, the night's not done yet, as we finally find out the 
big revelation of how Charah broke up, _ 

_and more_ 


13 . 14 02 2000 

Here we go guys, this is the big one. I hope that I get the message 
I'm trying to send across. 


* * 


* 


><p><strong> "Broken Strings "<strong> 
><strong> ( f eat . Nelly Furtado) <strong> 

Let me hold you 


>For the last time<br>It's 
>But you broke me<br>Now I 

When I love you 

>It's so untrue<br>I can't 

>When I'm speaking<br>It ' s 

Oh it tears me up 
>1 try to hold on<p> 


the last chance to feel again 
can't feel anything 


even convince myself 
the voice of someone else 



But it hurts too much 


I try to forgive 

But it ' s not enough 

To make it all okay 

You can't play on broken strings 
>You can't feel anything<p> 

That your heart don't want to feel 

>1 can't tell you something that ain't real<p> 

Oh the truth hurts 

>And lies worse<br>How can I give anymore? 

>When I love you a little less than before<p> 

Oh, what are we doing? 

>We are turning into dust<br>Playing house in the ruins of 
us 

Running back through the fire 

>When there's nothing left to save<br>It's like chasing the very last 
train 

When it's too late (too late) 

Oh it tears me up 

>1 try to hold on, but it hurts too much<br>I try to forgive. 

But it ' s not enough 

To make it all okay 

You can't play on broken strings 
>You can't feel anything<p> 

That your heart don't want to feel 
>1 can't tell something that ain't real<p> 

Well the truth hurts 

>And lies worse<br>How can I give anymore? 

>When I love you a little less than before.<p> 

But we're running through the fire 

>When there's nothing left to save<br>It's like chasing the very last 
train 

>When we both know it's too late (too late)<p> 

You can't play on broken strings 
>You can't feel anything<p> 

That your heart don't want to feel 

>1 cant tell you something that ain't real<p> 

Oh, the truth hurts 

>And lies worse<br>How can I give anymore? 

>When I love you a little less than before<p> 



Oh you know that I love you a little less than before 


Let me hold you for the last time 
>It's the last chance to feel again. <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Previously<strong> 

"I'm so sorry Chuck, this is me, I slipped up." Sarah says as she had 
turned her head back to Chuck. 

Chuck shook his head "Nah, this one is on me. Morgan asked me where I 
was heading tonight and I told him." He stops, before looking back in 
the direction of Morgan with daggers in his eyes. 

"I'm going to kill him." 

"Not if I kill her first." Sarah says vehemently as she looks at 
Carina who had just stopped Sarah from kissing the man she still 
loves far more than anything. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Thirteen<strong> 

** 14 / 02 / 2000 ** 

It had been two hours since Sarah and Chuck had been interrupted from 
what can only be classed as a date. Since Morgan and Carina had 
arrived. Chuck hadn't compromised himself any further to Sarah, he 
had completely closed off from her and built up all the walls again 
and they were back to being awkward around each other and the air was 
pretty tense again. They had both worked so hard to remove all of 
that tension all day and now it was back as strong as it had ever 
been thanks to Carina and Morgan. 

They were presently at a bar but both Chuck and Sarah just wanted to 
be home right now. They wanted the ground to swallow them whole. 

Sarah was drinking way to much, and Chuck wanted nothing more than to 
join her in that particular action but he was driving so it sucks to 
be Chuck right now as he sits drinking orange juice extremely pissed 
off with Morgan. Not because he had interrupted what Chuck and Sarah 
were about to do, he was actually extremely thankful of that, as he 
had seriously compromised himself towards her. But he was pissed off 
that Sarah and himself were tripping over each other again, they had 
only just got on speaking terms again and then Morgan shows up and 
tombstone piledrives an already fragile situation. He doesn't even 
really know who Carina is, this is the first time that he's met her 
so he can't say that much about her but she was probably the 
orchestrator behind what they had both did, he can tell she's sneaky 
like that just going by her persona. 

And here she was, trying to talk to him for the last few minutes 
while Morgan and Sarah were at the bar, he hadn't paid too much 
attention to what she was saying, he didn't care to be 
frank . 


Sensing that Sarah was feeling a lot like him. Chuck decided to get 



up from where he was sitting and join Sarah at the bar, wanting to 
try to repair as much of the damage that Carina and Morgan had done 
to them as he possibly could. Today was a huge milestone for Chuck in 
getting over what had happened six years ago, and he would be dammed 
if he was going to let it all be destroyed by two people he didn't 
like very much right now. 

On seeing Chuck heading in Morgan's direction, Morgan quickly made 
haste the opposite direction towards Carina, as his CO gave him a 
look like he was about to kill him. 

Arriving at the bar, where Sarah had her back to him he sighs, before 
attempting to talk to her. 

"Hey Sarah, is this seat taken?" He asks Sarah, who had now turned to 
face him. 

"Actually, it's reserved for someone." Sarah says flirtatiously, 
hinting at Chuck it's for him. 

"Oh ok." Chuck says, as he goes to turn again. 

"Noo Chuck wait." Sarah quickly says. "It's just a joke, sense of 
humour? " 

"Sarah, I lost my sense of humour six years ago." Chuck says 
seriously looking at his ex girlfriend. 

"Sorry." Sarah says, as she mopes her head in shame for like the 
hundredth time today. 

Sighing once more. Chuck needed to try and find some common ground 
with Sarah again, and he couldn't think of anything better than to 
apply some hate toward Carina and Morgan, he continues, 

"No, I'm sorry Sarah. I could kill those two right now." He says, 
nodding his head over in the direction of Carina and Morgan who were 
probably busy orchestrating their next scheme. 

"Yeah, so could I." Sarah laughs. 

The ex couple then spend the next few minutes hating on Morgan and 
Carina, which seems to ease some of the tension and they even manage 
to share a joke at Carina and Morgan's expense which causes them to 
both laugh together. Chuck was now also sitting on the bar stool that 
Sarah had reserved for him. 

Sarah had apologized to Chuck for the amount of alcohol she had 
already consumed and said that she must be lousy company right 
now . 

"On the contrary Sarah, if I wasn't driving, I would be on the floor 
already and you'd have to carry me home right now." 

Sarah began to laugh "Chuck, you still have your sense of humour." 
she jokes. 

"Yeah, I lied." Says Chuck as they both begin to laugh together 
again . 



><p>10 minutes later<p> 


Chuck and Sarah were still sitting at the bar, but had now been 
silent for a short while as their topic of conversation had ran dry 
and they didn't really know what to say to each other. There was 
still a bit of friction there between the ex couple when suddenly, 
three guys began to attempt to chat Sarah up. 

Chuck was watching on for a minute or two and sensing that Sarah was 
feeling very uncomfortable and unwilling to talk to them, he decided 
to step in and offer her a way out. 

"Hey guys, why don't you leave her be, yeah?" He asks the three guys 
nicely who had gathered around her. 

"Why, it doesn't look like she's talking to anybody?" One of them 
replies rather rudely. 

"I don't see a ring." Another says. 

Suddenly, Chuck was off his stool "As a matter of fact, she's talking 
to me. But if you want, we could have a talk ourselves, and your 
friends over there, if that's really what you want?" He says to them 
as he begins to edge closer protectively towards Sarah, leaving his 
warning to hang in the air as Chuck shifts his gaze menacingly 
between all three of the young men, and the other group of four who 
were seated at a table, who they were presumably with, as that's 
where they had came from. Right now. Chuck was extremely pissed off 
and would take on the whole bar, and anybody else who wanted a pop if 
that's what it took for them to leave Sarah and him alone. 

Suddenly, Sarah put her arm around Chuck to try and calm the 
situation, as she knew just how dangerous Chuck could be, based on 
what some of Chuck's men had told Sarah about him when she had 
enquired about him. Sarah was absolutely sure that these men had no 
idea who they were talking to and besides, she only wanted to talk to 
one person anyway. Nobody else in this world mattered to Sarah, just 
Chuck . 

"Chuck, please dont . " She whispers into his ear, imploring him not to 
hurt anybody which causes Chuck to shiver and get goosebumps as he 
visibly relaxed. 

The men had all eyed Chuck up and down and sensing that he probably 
wasn't somebody they wanted to mess with as he looked extremely 
pissed off, they walked away to bother other women in the bar, 
leaving Chuck and Sarah to be alone once more. 

Meanwhile, in one of the corners of the bar, a conversation was 
ongoing . 

"See what I mean Morgan? They need each other." 

"I don't think it's a good idea Carina, she broke his heart." Morgan 
said, as he began to sit back down after he seen the four guys around 
the table all sit back down and the guys around Sarah and Chuck all 
walk away as he watched his best friend sit next to Sarah 
again . 



"And she's the only one who can heal it. Trust me, they need this 
Morgan, just back me up okay?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>30 minutes later<p> 

Chuck, Sarah, Morgan and Carina were all seated around a table still 
at the bar. Carina and Morgan had just told Chuck and Sarah that they 
were heading back to Morgan's place and suggested that Chuck take 
Sarah home. Chuck wasn't entirely comfortable with taking a 
vulnerable Sarah home, but he wasn't going to leave her on her own of 
course so the four companions all began to split ways. Sarah was 
tipsy and was pretty touchy with Chuck as he helped his ex girlfriend 
into his car, hoping that she wouldn't be sick in it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>35 minutes later<p> 

Chuck and Sarah had just arrived back on base and Chuck pulled up 
outside Sarah's quarters. 

Sighing, Chuck says "Well here we are." 

"Will you come in?" Sarah asks, looking at him hopeful. Reluctant to 
leave him, not now they are on talking terms again. 

"I don't think that's a good idea Sarah." Chuck says, while shaking 
his head no sensing that only bad things could come from him entering 
her quarters with her. 

"Chuck please." Sarah begins to plead, as she puts her hand on his 
thigh, which was pretty distressful for Chuck as he winces before 
Sarah continues "I just want to talk to you, we didn't get chance 
with Morgan and Carina, please Chuck." Sarah continues to plead with 
him . 


Sighing, knowing that this was absolutely the wrong thing to do, he 
goes against every single instinct screaming at him telling him it's 
a bad idea. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sarah and Chuck were now drinking coffee on the sofa in Sarah's 
temporary quarters, both of them feeling uneasy and hadn't really 
said much to each other since they got here.<p> 


Chuck was becoming more and more uncomfortable, and sensed now was a 
good time to leave. "Sarah, this is a bad idea, I should probably 
go." He says as he goes to get up. 


"Please don't go Chuck." Sarah says with a large portion of need and 
loneliness to her voice. 


Chuck stops moving as he sighs. This was why he didn't want to come 
in here, he predicted it before he even chose to, they have too much 
history, it was never going to end positively. 



"I miss you." Sarah says to him in a soft, lonely tone as Chuck turns 
to look into her eyes and sees the same emptiness that he has had for 
many years. He sees the same vulnerability in her that he himself 
has . 

"Sarah, we can't do this." He continues to insist, knowing nothing 
good could come from this. They can't do this. 

Sarah is beginning to become more and more upset, as Chuck melts down 
his walls more and more as he sees how vulnerable she is right now. 
They are on a collision course and it's not going to end well for 
either of them. 

Tears begin to fill up in Sarah's eyes "Chuck, I miss you so much." 
She says as she continues to look into his eyes lost, with tears in 
her eyes, and he's melting away incredibly fast, as he drifts back 
into thoughts of how he felt all those years ago. He swore he would 
never let anybody do this to him again, this is torture at its 
finest . 

"Sarah, we really, really can't do this." Chuck continues to try to 
implore her. But it's no good, this has been coming since they first 
set eyes on each other again, he sees it now, he sees it all. 

"I'm so sorry Chuck." Sarah suddenly bursts as she leaps into his 
arms and he forms protectively around her, protecting her vulnerable 
state from anybody who would try to hurt her. 

She cries into his chest, as he continues to hold the only person 
he'd ever opened his heart to. His heart beginning to feel things it 
hadn't felt in over six years, he didn't even know he could feel like 
this anymore, he thought it was gone forever. The irony to it all 
being this is the woman who caused his heart to break in the first 
place, as he strengthens his grip even tighter around her, he's so 
compromised now. This is it, as all the thoughts and feelings and 
emotions he's tried to hide and bury all those years come flooding 
back as his own eyes begin to water as the soul mates expose 
themselves to one another once more, more than six years since they 
last touched each other's soul. 

"I'm so sorry." She continues to sob into his chest while he holds 
her, shielding and protecting her from everything and 
everyone . 

Suddenly, a feeling of rage hits Chuck, as he strengthens his grip 
even further on the only woman he has ever loved. "Why did you do it 
Sarah why! I was going to ask you to be my wife!" he chokes out, as 
he buries his head on top of Sarah's. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><em>February 14 <em>** 
* *_2 0 0 0 _* * 

**_Echo Park_** 

**_Los Angeles_** 


** Sarah and Chuck's residence ** 



Sarah had just arrived home, entering their apartment, she calls out 
"Chuck?" 

as she continues further into the apartment, seeing rose petals all 
over the floor "Are you home Chuck?" she shouts once more. 

She enters into their bedroom, witnessing yet more rose petals, 
flowers and romantic candles. 

Sarah spots a note on their bed. She moves to sit on the bed, to read 
the note from her boyfriend "Sarah, as you're reading this, I'm 
waiting in our favourite restaurant, don't keep me waiting too long. 

I love you. Happy Valentine's Day." 

Sighing, with tears in her eyes, Sarah leaves their apartment to head 
to where Chuck is waiting for her. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck was sitting inside the restaurant, more nervous than he had 
ever been in his life, he has a small box in his hand, and he's never 

felt more exposed and as vulnerable as he is feeling right now, he's 

waiting anxiously for Sarah to turn up, she should have got his note 

by now, he checks his watch as he waits.<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck spots Sarah arrive, he quickly puts the small box back into 
his pocket. As he stands up to greet his girlfriend and hopefully 
very soon to be fiancA©e.<p> 

"Hi beautiful." He says as he gets close to her, he leans in to kiss 
his girlfriend. She's unresponsive, he thinks nothing of it. 

'Probably just a bad day, Jeff or Lester have probably pissed her 
off.' 

He thinks to himself as he thinks Jeff or Lester have probably done 
something to her at the Orange, Orange she works at to help pay her 
tuition fees. 

"Chuck, we need to talk." Sarah says very weakly. 

Chuck ignores her, as he's in a world of his own and more nervous 
than he's ever been "How was your day baby?" he asks as he pulls out 
the chair for her to sit. 

Sarah is now sitting in a sombre mood "Chuck please, we need to 
talk." 

He's still ignoring her, extremely nervous and vulnerable, still in a 
world of his own. "Sarah, you know when you meet somebody in life, 
and you're just perfect for each other?" He pauses, sighing "Sarah, 
words can't express the love I feel for you, they just don't do it 
justice. I've been thinking about us a lot lately, about our future, 
and the life I want us to have together. Every morning I wake up and 
every time I look at you, it's the most beautiful place I've ever 
been, I want to spend the rest of my life with you, I had a plan for 
this at home, but I can't wait any longer." He pauses, reaching into 
his pocket, continuing "Sarah will 



"Chuck, we can't do this anymore. I never loved you, you were just a 
distraction for me, nothing else. We just aren't meant for each 
other, I'm sorry Chuck, it's over." Sarah says extremely weakly, 
tears visible in her eyes before she got up and ran off in the 
direction she had come from without saying another word. 

"Sarah, wa" Chuck couldn't complete his sentence, as he was stood gob 
smacked, soul crushed, his life had just ended. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>A nearby car park<strong> 

Sarah ran to her car devastated as she wept for an indefinite period 
of time as she pounded her fists and kicked away at the dashboard of 
her car, not stopping until her knuckles were bleeding as she kept 
repeating to herself "I'm so sorry Chuck." as she cried herself into 
an oblivion. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Echo Park<strong> 

Chuck just entered his apartment, he closed the door after him, his 
mother and Ellie are inside the apartment waiting. 

"Chuck, how did it go, did she say yes?" They both ask their family 
member . 

Chuck walks past them ignoring them as he enters into his bedroom, as 
he slumps to the floor, a broken mess. 

Ellie quickly runs in after her brother moving to sit on the floor 
next to him. 

"Chuck, what is it? What's wrong?" 

"She left me Ellie, Sarah has left me." Is all Chuck can say, as he's 
broken . 


"Chuck, you're joking me right? Please tell me this is some sick 
joke!" Ellie begins to rage. 

Suddenly, Chuck throws the engagement ring box at a nearby dress 
table as he begins to sob as his mother also runs in to console an 
inconsolable Chuck. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Present Time<strong> 

**Sarah's Quarters** 

On hearing Chuck's revelation, Sarah immediately lifted her head up 
from where Chuck's was resting. Their faces inches away from each 
other as she looks into his eyes, gasping, she has lost her breath as 
her heart and soul suddenly smash into a million pieces as she begins 
to violently shake her head as his words have a major impact on 
Sarah's state of mind as she realizes what she did. Sarah is 



inconsolable as her face turns to shock, before more tears come and 
she weeps louder than she ever has, she puts her hands onto his 
cheeks, "I'm so sorry." is all Sarah can say once more before she 
buries her head back into his chest again, who still comforts her and 
wraps his arms around her again despite everything she had done to 
him, she doesn't deserve him, she sees it now. She sees everything. 
She feels him kiss her head once more, as she begins to feel 
extremely selfish, she's too weak to move, she can't speak. Sarah 
feels more alone right now than she ever has in her life, she needs 
this man, the man who she crushed and humiliated, more than anything, 
and she feels extremely selfish. He's in complete control of her 
destiny, free to do anything he pleases, she has placed her heart and 
soul in his hands and it's up to him how he wants to use them as she 
continues to cry into his chest a broken mess, emotionally spent. 
Sarah has nothing left to give, this is all she has right now, 
everything she has to offer, it's up to him whether he wants it. 

"I forgive you." She hears him say, as she begins to violently shake 
her head, she doesn't deserve his forgiveness, she doesn't deserve to 
live for breaking a man as amazing as this, she hugs into him 
tighter, as she hates herself and doesn't ever want to show herself 
to the world again, she wants to stay like this forever. 

"Sarah, look at me." He continues to say, as he strokes her hair, but 
she can't face looking at him, she's ashamed at who she is, what she 
has done to this poor amazing man whose heart and soul she ripped 
out . 

"Sarah, please, look at me." He continues as he raises her head up 
gently to look at him. 

"I forgive you." He says, as he looks into her eyes and strokes her 
hair . 

Still ashamed at who she is, she shakes her head once more "No, I 
don't deserve your forgiveness Chuck." She says with a dangerous 
attachment of self hate, her voice broken, emotionally 
crushed . 

"Sarah, it's buried, it's in the past." He says sincerely looking 
into her eyes. 

Suddenly, she's trying to leave his grip, she doesn't deserve him, 
she can't be around him, she's toxic, she doesn't want him anywhere 
near her, she's trying to fight with him. 

"Sarah, please, stop it." He begs her to stop trying to violently 
fight him as she continues to hate herself. 

"Chuck, let me go, please!" Sarah continues to try to fight him, but 
he wont let her go and she buries her head into his chest once more 
as he strokes her long flowing blonde hair as she cries herself into 
an oblivion just like six years previously.. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN **I would love to hear your thoughts on where you 
think Chuck and Sarah will go from here, because it's still pretty 
cloudy. They are all over the place. 



Also, for anybody with a sharp eye I did mention the engagement ring 
box in the second chapter when Chuck was looking at his hands, I paid 
reference to it lol. Did anybody have an idea that maybe Chuck was 
planning to/ had proposed? 

Oh also, we're only just about one third of the way through the 
story, we're nowhere near close to being finished yet, not by a long 
shot. The best of Charah is yet to come, that much I can assure you 
on. If you think Chuck is protective of Sarah now, wait until you see 
him in a few weeks. Or Vice Versa ;) 

I might take a few days before the next chapter, as view count has 
plummeted the last few chapters, so I'll probably take a few days for 
people to catch up, I'm not sure yet. Maybe people have just lost 
interest in the story, which would be a shame. 


14 . I Need Time 


* * "Clarity" * * 

><strong> ( f eat . Foxes ) <strong> 

High dive into frozen waves where the past comes back to life 

>Fight fear for the selfish pain, it was worth it every time<br>Hold 
still right before we crash 'cause we both know how this ends 
>A clock ticks 'til it breaks your glass and I drown in you 
again<p> 

'Cause you are the piece of me 

I wish I didn't need 
>Chasing relent lessly<p> 

Still fight and I don't know why 


If our love is 

Why are you my 
>If our love ' s 

Why are you my 

If our love is 


tragedy 

remedy? 

insanity<p> 

clarity? 

tragedy 


Why are you my remedy? 

>If our love's insanity, <p> 


Why are you my clarity? 


Walk on through a red parade and refuse to make amends 
>It cuts deep through our ground and makes us forget all common 
sense<br>Don ' t speak as I try to leave 'cause we both know what we'll 
choose 

>If you pull then I'll push too deep and I'll fall right back to 
you<p> 

'Cause you are the piece of me 


I wish I didn't need 



>Chasing relent lessly<p> 

Still fight and I don't know why 

If our love is tragedy, why are you my remedy? 

>If our love's insanity, why are you my clarity?<p> 

Why are you my clarity? 

>Why are you my remedy ?<br>Why are you my clarity? 

>Why are you my remedy?<p> 

If our love is tragedy 

Why are you my remedy? 

>If our love's insanity<p> 

Why are you my clarity? 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Previously : "Sarah, it's buried, it's in the past." He says 
sincerely looking into her eyes.<p> 

Suddenly, she's trying to leave his grip, she doesn't deserve him, 
she can't be around him, she's toxic, she doesn't want him anywhere 
near her, she's trying to fight with him. 

"Sarah, please, stop it." He begs her to stop trying to violently 
fight him as she continues to hate herself. 

"Chuck, let me go, please!" Sarah continues to try to fight him, but 
he wont let her go and she buries her head into his chest once more 
as he strokes her long flowing blonde hair as she cries herself into 
an oblivion just like six years previously.. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Fourteen<strong> 

**I Need Time** 

"Hey Sarah, you hit like a girl, you know that right?" 

"Ow, what was that for?" Chuck says as he winces from the elbow he 
just took from Sarah. 

"For being a douche." Sarah laughed as she landed a blow to Chuck's 
chest for probably the hundredth time since leaping into his arms. 
Sarah had calmed down a lot now, and had managed to regain a 
significant portion of her composure after her earlier outburst that 
involved trying to fight her way out of Chuck's grip and the tears 
which had very much ran dry. Sarah was still in the arms of the man 
she has spent the last six years thinking about. And to be honest, 
she never wants to leave them ever again, for fear of if she does she 
will be back to being alone and suffering once more. Sarah has no 
fight left in her, she's emotionally spent and has tried to fight a 
losing battle for so many years and can't go another day living like 
that again, not now she's found him again, she never wants to leave 
him ever again. 



Chuck was still chastising himself for his earlier choice of words to 
an already extremely fragile Sarah. Chuck has done some pretty stupid 
things throughout his life, but what he did earlier was up there with 
the worst of them. He doesn't know what the hell he was thinking, 
adding fuel to an already explosive situation. As for forgiving Sarah 
for leaving him, he forgave her the second she leapt into his arms, 
how could he not? The emotional state that Sarah is in right now is 
so much more extreme than Chuck could have ever imagined possible. 
He's never seen her like this ever in all the time he had known her. 
It's so unbelievably evident that Sarah breaking up with Chuck has 
affected her FAR more than he had previously thought all those years. 
These are not the actions of somebody who didn't love you, these are 
the actions of somebody who has probably spent the past six years a 
broken mess. Chuck had spent the past six years thinking that she was 
a monster who never cared about him and oh how wrong he was, he sees 
it all now, it's evidently clear to Chuck that Sarah still loves him. 
But he doesn't even know how he feels anymore, he doesn't even know 
who he is anymore. They definitely cannot just go back to how they 
were before, and Chuck knows that Sarah and himself need to have a 
serious conversation in regards to where they go from here, as both 
himself and Sarah are broken messes. He knows that the future is 
pretty clouded right now, and he doesn't even know what the present 
holds, he can't think straight. But for now, he's content with where 
he is right now, because Sarah needs him, and no matter how much she 
had hurt him in the past, as far Chuck is concerned, it's all water 
under the bridge. He is however going to need to learn how to trust 
her again. 

"Sarah, you're so damn heavy, you're squashing me here." 

"Ow." Says Chuck as he once more gets a blow to his chest. Chuck is 
pretty sure that when he next looks at himself in a mirror, he's 
going to have a significant number of bruises from the battering his 
body had took from Sarah when she tried to fight her way free from 
him. He had forgotten how deadly this woman could be when she was 
angry . 

"Just be thankful you're a girl and I cant fight back." Chuck jokes 
which once more lands him another elbow to the chest. 

"Okay, now you're pushing it, you're lucky I'm nice." 

Another elbow connects from Sarah, as her head continues to stay 
buried into his chest. 

"Okay, stop I surrender. Don't hurt me anymore." Chuck 
pleads . 

Another elbow to the same spot 
"Hey stop I surrendered." 

"Shut up." Sarah grins into his chest as she readjusts her head onto 
a different part of his torso. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"It's time to call it a night." Says Chuck mid yawn as he is 
getting very tired and is emotionally spent and all of his body feels 
dead from where Sarah had been laying for at least an hour and the 



bashing it had took.<p> 


"I'm not moving." Says Sarah, adamant that she's never leaving his 
arms again as she reaffirms her grip on him once more. 

"Sarah I'm exhausted and I can't think straight." Chuck begins to 
plead . 

"Tough, you should have let me go earlier." Sarah says sleepily into 
his chest. 

"Don't make me carry you." Chuck warns. 

"Do what you have to do Chuck but I'm not moving voluntarily." Sarah 
says drowsily, unwilling to leave the arms of the man she should 
never have left in the first place. 

Suddenly, Sarah was being disturbed from her drowsiness and comfort 
as she moans at the intrusion as Chuck had picked her up. 

"Put me down." Sarah commands sleepily. 

"Nope you asked for it." Chuck says as he walks in the direction of 
the bedroom, kicking the door open further as he then attempts to put 
Sarah down who was still clinging onto him as he attempts to remove 
Sarah's grip on him but she's still resistant. "Please Chuck, I don't 
want to be alone tonight." Sarah says looking into his eyes with the 
same vulnerable tone as their previous conversations earlier in the 
night . 

Chuck sighs as thoughts race through his mind as he weighs up the 
risk of getting into bed with Sarah. 

"Just hold me Chuck, nothing else." Sarah says, as she still has hold 
of the upper part of his shirt as he continues to lean over 
her . 

Sighing once more "Okay, but nothing else, yeah?" Chuck warns. 

"I promise Chuck." Sarah says as she leads him onto the bed infront 
of her and she quickly melts into him as he puts his arm around her 
and she interlocks her hand with his as the pair quickly fall into a 
serious slumber emotionally and physically exhausted. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sarah was disturbed from her sleep from a sudden movement behind 
her. Turning her head slowly, she was so happy to actually see Chuck 
still in bed with her and it wasn't just another one of her many 
dreams that she had, had of him over the years. Her happiness soon 
turned to sorrow however, as she watched the man she loves 
experiencing some sort of nightmare. His pupils were moving rapidly 
and his body was jerking. "Bryce no!" She hears him say, as a lone 
tear forms in her eye. Sarah had heard the name Bryce before, when 
she was invited along to Chief Miller's homecoming. She lay for the 
next few minutes, as she watched her world battle through the 
distress he was experiencing as she ran her hand through his hair 
soothingly. His nightmare had stopped now, and Sarah runs her hand 
through his hair a final time before kissing him on his cheek 
lovingly before turning to snuggle into him once more as she falls 



into a peaceful sleep again for the first time in nearly seven 
years . <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>August 30th<strong> 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

It had been four days since Chuck and Sarah's emotional reunion. And 
the past four days had been pretty uneventful, at least in the sense 
that Chuck and Sarah hadn't shared the same bed again. They haven't 
been able to spend much time together either, because of the hectic 
responsibilities that Chuck's job entails, as Gold Squadron enter the 
final week before they deploy to the Middle East. It was pretty 
awkward however when they woke up in the same bed together, until 
Chuck made a joke that Sarah still snores as loud as ever, which 
caused yet another elbow into the already tender chest of Chuck from 
the previous night. They talked over breakfast and agreed that they 
should take a few days to figure things out, and not attempt to rush 
back into something they might regret, as their emotions were quite 
literally all over the place. 

Chuck was just finishing his usual morning run as he bumped into 
Sarah outside of her quarters. 

"Hi Sarah." He says as he comes to a stop near her as he works on 
regulating his breathing after a pretty intense session. 

"Hi yourself." Sarah says with a smile as her mind fills up with 
thoughts about Chuck. 

"Sleep well?" Chuck asks as he takes a drink of water from his 
bottle . 

'Eh, would be much better if you were next to me again.' Sarah thinks 
to herself. 

"Not so bad, could be better, I guess." Sarah says a tad bit 
mischievously . 

Chuck looks at the floor pretty awkwardly briefly before looking back 
at her. 

"How about you?" She asks. 

"Me too, could be better." Chuck decides to reply in the same 
mischievous tone Sarah had used. 

'Is he teasing me?' Sarah asks herself as they look into the eyes of 
one another pretty lustfully as she contemplates dragging Chuck back 
into her quarters until she realizes they aren't together anymore and 
tries to snap out of those thoughts which is pretty hard to do as 
Sarah is looking at Chuck in his running gear with his huge thighs on 



display and his shirt tightly sticking to his torso, 'dammit Sarah 
stop, you agreed to take things slowly.' 

"Hey Chuck I was just heading to get breakfast. Would you like to 
join me?" Sarah asks as she tries to shake off her lustful thoughts 
about her ex boyfriend? Sarah isn't even sure what they are anymore, 
everything is so messed up right now. 

"You know what, that actually sounds pretty good right now, if you'll 
give me a few minutes to change?" He asks. 

"Great idea!" Sarah suddenly says as she's still deep in thoughts 
over Chuck's present outfit. 

"Huh?" Chuck asks bemused. 

"Oh sorry, I'm in a world of my own this morning." Sarah replies 
laughing, as she tries to avoid looking at Chuck much more, before 
she does something she absolutely wouldn't regret, but it wouldn't do 
much to help their situation. 'Baby steps Sarah.' She tells 
herself . 

"Okay." Chuck says laughing before continuing "I wont be long. I'll 
meet you there." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck had now changed into his working uniform and had met up 
with Sarah at the mess hall, which went a long way to help restore 
Sarah's self control. <p> 

Whenever Chuck and Sarah had been together in recent days, it had 
always been met by whistles from the men of Chuck's unit as Chuck and 
Sarah have been the talk of base ever since they were spotted heading 
out together. 

"Sarah, I just wanted to apologize I haven't been able to spend much 
time with you this week." Chuck says as he chats with Sarah over 
breakfast . 

"Chuck you don't have to apologize you have responsibilities." 

"All the same. I'll make it up to you, I promise." Chuck says 
sincerely . 

'Oh, how?' Sarah thinks to herself as she looks into his eyes as she 
thinks a kiss or two or ten would be pretty nice right about now 
before snapping out of it. 

"Honestly Chuck, there really is no need. I'm just happy to be 
spending time with you now." Sarah says sincerely. 

"How about a date, tonight?" Chuck suddenly asks rather nervously as 
he makes eye contact with her again. 

Sarah stopped dead in her tracks as a smile began to form on her 
face . 


"What, like a real one, without Morgan and Carina showing up this 
time?" Sarah replied as she began to laugh as she recalled how the 



last one which wasn't very funny at all went. 


"heh. Yeah, one of those?" Chuck asks with the same nervous tone once 
more looking into her eyes as they both forget about all of the 
background noise going on around them. 

"I'd like that Chuck." Sarah says smiling as they continue to gaze at 
each other. 

They continue to hold their gaze forgetting about everything around 
them as Sarah can't help but wait to be kissed once more before Chuck 
suddenly snaps out of the gaze and reaches into his pocket to get 
something . 

"Oh, one more thing, here is my personal number, call me anytime you 
need anything at all." He says as he hands Sarah his number. 

"I should probably get back to work. I'll see you tonight?" Chuck 
says as he gets up, waiting for a reply before he departs. 

"Bye Chuck." Sarah says smiling, as she watches him walk away. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later that evening<p> 

Chuck had just arrived to pick Sarah up so they could head out on 
their first official date since being reunited. And on receiving an 
answer Chuck quickly became lost in the beauty that is Sarah Walker 
as she was stood infront of him wearing an ocean blue 
blouse . 

"Sarah, wow I have seen some beautiful sights on the edge of an 
Aircraft Carrier but I have to say, nothing comes close to when I 
look at you." 

Sarah stood dumb founded, oh how she's missed hearing his 
compliments. Screw the date, Sarah was so tempted to just pull this 
man back inside her quarters right now. 

"I've missed your compliments, you look great too." Great being a 
'slightly' toned down version of a list of adjectives currently 
running through Sarah's mind. 

Sarah's response, coupled with the present look she was giving him, 
which was a mixture of love and lust caused Chuck to laugh nervously 
as he quickly led her to his car, as they weren't quite on kissing 
terms yet . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sarah and Chuck were now in the middle of their date and 
thankfully, they hadn't been interrupted this time by Morgan or 
Carina and the mood was much better as the couple of four years 
attempted to continue to reconcile . <p> 

"Sarah I would be lying if I said I had a plan for how all of this is 
going to play out." 

"Wow, I thought you had a plan for everything." Sarah replies 



flirtatiously . 


"Ha, funny, but seriously, I don't even know how I feel right now 
Sarah. I need time to think things through. We should probably take 
this slowly." Chuck says honestly while he is talking and eating 
noodles . 

Sarah takes hold of one of Chuck's hands "Chuck, we'll take this as 
slow as you need, okay?" She says as she rubs his hand before 
continuing "Take as much time as you want. I don't have a plan for 
this either. All I know is that there hasn't been a single day that 
has gone by where I have not regretted what I did to you that day. So 
for us to just be here right now, I'm extremely thankful for that 
alone." She says sincerely as they play around with each other's hand 
while gazing into each others eyes purposely for the billionth 
time . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck and Sarah were now back on base and Chuck was saying good 
night to Sarah after a wonderful evening. <p> 

"I really enjoyed tonight Sarah. Thank you." Chuck says sincerely as 
he walks Sarah to the door of her quarters. 

"Me too Chuck." Sarah says as she turns around to gaze lustfully into 
Chuck's eyes. 

Chuck is caught in two minds whether it's appropriate or not to kiss 
Sarah good night. Hell he doesn't even know right from wrong anymore. 
'Screw it.' He thinks, as he leans in to kiss Sarah who had quickly 
met him half way as they both get lost in time for what felt like an 
eternity as they kissed each other for the first time in nearly seven 
years . 

And no sooner than it had begun, it was over as Sarah was stood 
rooted to the spot, lovestruck, yearning for more as Chuck said his 
farewells "Goodnight Sarah." He says, as they remove their arms from 
each others waist. 

"Bye." Is all Sarah can say, as her mind begins to replay what just 
happened in vivid detail over and over. 

* * A/N* * Not a whole lot here but I'm presently suffering a touch of 
the good old writer's block at the minute. Two more scenes upcoming 
over the next few days; A double date with Morgan and Carina (Watch 
out for a Morgan/Sarah conversation) and a final team gathering 
before they ship out, which gets pretty heated for Charah, so watch 
out for that one. The second arc to the story will then begin, and we 
will have our first live mission. 


15. I Don't Want A Fling 

_Good morning :) (At least I hope it is where you are, if not, good 
evening : ) ) Here I am sat writing another Chapter on this beautiful 

morning as my tinnitus rings through my head. Does any reader 
actually suffer this like me, it's quite nasty, isn't it? I might 
also watch the new Star Wars today, as I've yet to see it. Read the 
books though, so I already know what happens. _ 



_But back to fanfiction things, I would like to continue to offer my 
increased gratitude to my regular readers, and hope you're continuing 
to enjoy the story as much as you did in the beginning. If you're 
just here to enjoy the story, you should probably skip the next 
section and move straight onto the quick recap in the final part of 
this **a/N** and then onto the latest adventures that we have in 
store in this Chapter. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>I just want to quickly make two, actually three comments as I 
feel forced to defend myself in regards to a pretty distasteful 
person who I have had no prior history with prior to this weekend. So 
I have absolutely no idea why a grudge is being held against me, 
though I did read an <strong>AN** in his story in the immediate 
aftermath, where he proceeds to attack me and my story, rather than 
just concentrate on his own story (which I wont comment on, because 
it's not my business to do so. **Hint**) that he is trying to tell, 
and try to make it better, but each to their own I guess?_ 

_Firstly; I've already made it well known that I have basic high 
school education for English Language, and it's not suddenly going to 
just change overnight, I don't see the need to keep repeating that, 
but here it is anyway; Before I'd found fanfiction, I had never 
written anything more than a few scraps of A4, aside from College 
coursework of course, but in terms of Creative writing. English was a 
subject I hated in school, I had no time for it, and I didn't try at 
all, so my English isn't going to be great in this, unfortunately, 
but you know what? I don't care, because I'm enjoying writing about 
my favourite TV show. If you simply cannot read this story because of 
inevitable mistakes that will be made, you don't have to, nobody is 
holding a gun to your head, but please, don't attempt to make fun of 
somebody for giving it their best shot, because that's just malicious 
and makes you out to be not a very nice person. Calling people 
terminally stupid, I mean really? How old are you? You should 
probably act your age._ 

_Now as for the slander in regards to making claims that I am just 
salvaging ideas from other stories; You are wrong. I have not read a 
single Chuck fiction in over three years. I haven't even looked back 
yet on any that I myself had attempted previously, did I maybe at the 
time get some scene ideas from stories I had read for those? It's 
been so long I honestly don't recall. Like my mob story for example; 

I remember reading a very short Chuck fiction that covered Chuck and 
Sarah being cheated on, they were college room mates. I thought wow! 
What an amazing idea, the story was abandoned only two or three 
chapters in if I recall, and I decided I wanted to maybe do my take 
on that scenario, and I came up with an in depth story plot (Charah 
being FBI agents, taking on the mob, and were already in love prior 
to the cheating, that was all my spin on it, my own idea.) I don't 
see what is so wrong with that? But as for everything to come from 
**THIS** story, I was **NOT** influenced by **ANY** other author on 
here. As I have not read many fictions from other authors at all, and 
again, it has been at least three years since I last read a Chuck 
fiction. Even all of the stories I have favorited, I have probably 
never read through more than a third of them, I just favorited them 
in case I ever did want to read a story, and they were there so I 
didn't have to browse through over 3k stories again, I picked out the 
best ones based on the summaries and just favorited them, that ' s just 



my way of working around this site, each to their own. So yeah, it's 
probably not very accurate to siphon through my favorited stories and 
suddenly show up saying I've copied ideas from them, as the chances 
are I've never even read them. You should probably get facts from the 
person before you attempt to make accusations about them._ 

_Third, and finally, contrary to the opinion of somebody who has come 
to conclusions about a person he doesn't even know the first thing 
about; Constructive criticism is very much welcome here. Please, I 
implore you, if you have anything constructive you would like to 
criticize me over in this story; Please do. I will and have taken 
criticism on board already. Criticism is interaction, there is 
however a big difference in constructive criticism and people who 
just pop up to flame. Who are generally just known as flamers, rather 
than criticizers ._ 

_Now is probably a good time to also fit in the * *disclaimer* * that I 
still don't own anything here, except maybe one or two outfits that I 
dress the characters in sometimes, lol._ 

_But now back to what actually matters, as all of the above is just 
petty bickering by a certain individual who must have nothing better 
to do with their life really. And I will **NOT** partake in it any 
further, I'm not malicious, I hold no grudge against anybody (Except 
Chuck writers for the awful ending) and I don't intend to start doing 
so now._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><em>I have been meaning to do a story recap comprised of 
everything covered so far for three chapters now, as some viewers are 
ever so slightly out of sync with the story at this point and have 
asked for clarity so I will try to help you guys out and do a quick 
recap of key events as we near to a close of the first arc to the 
story. Almost all of this has already been mentioned in the story 
thus far, but I will mash it all into one readable wall of text, for 
easier ref erence . <em>* * 

**_1996 a€" Sarah and Chuck meet on a Stanford University 
tour * 

**_1999 a€" July a€" Sarah is recruited into CIA to spy on somebody 
on her campus. She felt an enormous sense of pride that she was doing 
something for her country, was told not to tell anybody, not just 
Chuck, she could tell nobody. Sarah also meets Carina at CIA academy 
that she attended for a few days._** 

**_2000 a€" January - Sarah is forced into killing the person she had 
spent months spying on, as he was in the advanced stages of planning 
an attack. Not much is known yet in regards to how it 
happened * 

**_2000 a€" February a€" It had been 5 weeks since Sarah's 'red test' 
and she hadn't been able to look at Chuck again the same way since 
she had done it. Sarah was told by her boss Graham to end all ties 
with Chuck with nothing more than a ' security concerns ' answer given 
when she asked why. So Sarah used this as an excuse to break up with 
him, she thought she could protect Chuck from the life she had been 
living for a year and she didn't want to corrupt him by having him 
anywhere near her after what she had already done. Sarah wanted Chuck 



to stay completely how she remembered him, she wanted to keep him 
honest and sweet. However, Chuck was about to ask Sarah to marry him, 
and the break up crushed him so much he joined the Navy, to channel 
all of his energies into it as he needed to find a will to continue 
to live._** 

**_2006 a€" August a€" Charah are reunited, only this time one is a 
CIA agent and the other is a Navy Seal. They aren't just college 
lovers anymore, they have both been through six emotionally draining 
and stressful years. Sarah has had several mental breakdowns, as she 
never recovered from breaking up with Chuck. The day Sarah left 
Chuck, something inside her snapped and she's been emotionally 
unstable ever since. She also blames herself for everything that 
Chuck has become. Chuck meanwhile, he doesn't even know who he is or 
how he feels anymore, he's killed far to many people and the horrors 
of war are getting to him. Possibly has post traumatic stress 
disorder. I'm also keeping Chuck true to canon in regards to he feels 
like he can fix every single problem he has ever faced, and believes 
that Sarah and himself could have worked around whatever had happened 
in the past.__** 

**_Sarah is not a 'super spy' in this story. There's no such thing as 
a 'super spy' in this story. There will be no seducing of marks, no 
sleeping with marks to get information, no assassinations, and 
everything else that comes with being a super spy. Special Agent Shaw 
is the Regional Head of Operations in the Middle East and he's 
probably as close to being a 'super spy' as anybody, he oversees 
Black Ops missions and is involved in 'extracting' information from 
all the HVT ' s that the special forces teams capture. _** 

**_Sarah's primary responsibility is intelligence gathering. You 
could probably remove the word 'agent' from her name and just call 
her an employee. It's people like Chuck, Morgan, Casey who act on the 
intelligence she provides. They are the ones who go on missions, 

Sarah just gets them the information they need to carry out those 
missions. Though she does put her self in harms way at times as she 
attempts to obtain that information, but she is not trained in 
warfare * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Fifteen<strong> 

**I Don't Want A Fling** 

* * 1 s t September** 

**Dam Neck Annex** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 

**United States** 

Lieutenant Commander's Bartowski, Cooper and Williams as well as 
their Executive Officer's Lieutenant's Grimes, Wilson and Anderson 
had just finished their final Squadron meeting prior to deploying on 
operations. LCDR's Cooper and Williams would both be leading their 
respective troops and immediately deploying straight to a Forward 



Operating Base (FOB) in Iraq, where they will look to tackle and 
fight the insurgency as live information is passed on to them from 
the intelligence agencies. 

Chuck's troop meanwhile will deploy to the USS John C Stennis, to act 
as a Rapid Reaction Force on board the Aircraft Carrier to respond to 
any live situations in the immediate vicinity for two weeks while Red 
Squadron were stood down for rest and relaxation. 

Chuck was just leaving the main briefing room of his base while in 
deep conversation with his best friend. 

"How are things with Sarah Chuck?" Morgan asks, as he has his arm on 
his best friend's shoulder. 

"Not you aswell Morgan." Chuck says laughing as he shakes his head 
disapprovingly. Chuck and Sarah have been the talk of base all week 
and everybody is poking their nose in wanting to find out what is 
going on with the CO and the CIA agent. 

"As your best friend, I think it's kind of different don't you think 
buddy? I'm looking out for you, not wanting you to get hurt, while 
those jackasses are just looking for gossip on their CO." Morgan says 
laughing . 

Chuck takes a second to contemplate what Morgan had just said. 

"That's actually true." Chuck says as himself and Morgan both nod in 
agreement as Morgan waits patiently for Chuck to start talking. 

"We're just taking things slow Morgan. Right now I have no idea how I 
feel, it's still a shock to the system. I had spent years trying to 
forget about her only to find her once more in the last possible 
place I would have ever expected her to be and furthermore, it turned 
out she had lied and kept the true reason that she had for leaving me 
from me, which I still can't accept." He says all in one breath which 
leaves Morgan confused as he had to repeat everything Chuck had just 
said before nodding his head in agreement. 

"Yeah, I can see why you might still be a bit confused there 
Chuck . " 

"Heh. Thank you." 

"Do you miss what you had with her though?" Morgan asks as the best 
friends continue to walk. 

"There hasn't been a day that's gone by where I haven't missed what 
we had, it was perfect. But I don't trust her any more man, what's to 
say she isn't just going to leave again when the going gets tough 
once more?" Chuck says as he sighs deeply before continuing 
again . 

"I'm not sure I will ever be able to trust her again. We can't just 
go back to what we had." Chuck says honestly as he opens himself up 
to his best friend. 

"Well, only you yourself know that brother. Just take things slow, 
don't rush back into something you're going to regret. I don't want 
you to go and get yourself hurt again Chuck." Morgan says sincerely 
to his best friend. 



"Thanks man. 


"Any time at all Chuck, I'm here for you man, you know that, we've 
been through hell together and if we can't talk and be honest with 
each other brother to brother then what are we good for?" 

"Amen to that." Chuck says as they shoulder bump each other. 

"Oh, one more thing before I conduct those drills you asked for, I 
need to ask you a favour, and feel free to say no, and by that I mean 
say no. But... Uh, do you fancy double dating tonight?" Morgan 
asks . 

'Hm, why would he want me to say no?' Chuck begins to contemplate the 
answer to that question as a huge smile forms on his face as he 
begins to plot some pay back for the interruption at the hands of 
Carina and Morgan the other night . 

"Actually, you know what Morgan. That is a great idea my friend, a 
great idea." Chuck says with a huge smile as he pats his best friend 
on the shoulder. 

"Dammit Chuck man, you're supposed to say no!" Says Morgan 
frustrated . 

"You know what Morgan?" Chuck pauses, as he gets out his phone. "I'm 
going to call Sarah right now and tell her it's on." 

"Chuck don't you dare, put that phone down man!" Morgan says as he 
attempts to snatch the phone from his CO. 

"Hey Sarah. Have you heard about a possible double dating plan 
tonight?" Chuck asks on the phone as he continues to shift his body 
in a way that his XO can't get at the phone. 

He gets an answer on the other end of the phone. "Oh? You have? Yes, 

I think it's a great idea." Chuck says passionately. "What's that?" 

He has to ask Sarah to repeat as he didn't hear everything she had 
said mid fight with Morgan. "Nope, I'm positive. We're going to have 
a great time!" He says enthusiastically. 

"Oh? Pizza and a Movie at Morgan's apartment and then out onto a bar 
together?" He says with an enormous grin as he looks at Morgan who 
has his head in his hands. "Can it at least be Star Wars or Lord of 
the Rings or something?" Morgan says in resignation. Chuck ignores 
him, he has just the perfect movie in mind to watch tonight. 

"I'm not driving tonight Sarah, so I hope you're ready to carry 
through on your promise of carrying me home." Chuck jokes. 

"Ok bye. I'll see you later then." He finishes as he puts the phone 
down . 

"Why did you do that Chuck why! You probably hate double dating as 
much as me!" Morgan says frustrated. 

"I'm not so sure buddy, you seemed to enjoy it last weekend." Chuck 
retorts . 

Suddenly, it hits Morgan. "Oh! I guess I deserved that huh." 



"Yes you did. I'll see you later tonight, don't forget your dancing 
shoes, we're going to have a great time!" Chuck says passionately as 
he's looking forward to this evening already which will involve 
getting in the way of Morgan's intentions with Carina. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later That Evening<p> 

Chuck and Morgan were now both off duty and were presently inside 
Morgan's apartment with Sarah and Carina. 

"Thanks for doing this Chuckles. I wanted to get to know you better." 
Carina says as she presently has hold of the arm of Chuck, and was 
getting disapproving looks from Sarah because of it. 

"No problem at all Carina, I'm actually really looking forward to 
it." Chuck says energetically as he glances in the direction of 
Morgan who is looking like he wants the ground to swallow him whole 
as he waits for the inevitable fallout from whatever Chuck has 
planned . 

"Sarah has told me so much about you." Carina says, as she still has 
hold of Chuck's arm. 

"Oh? Good things I hope?" He asks nervously glancing in the direction 
of Sarah. 

"Ignore her, I've told her nothing." Sarah says, as she continues to 
give Carina daggers for holding Chuck's arm, and opening her mouth, 
but mostly for holding Chuck's arm. 

"Speaking of telling people things, Morgan has told me so much about 
you." Says Chuck, as he looks between Carina and Morgan who were now 
looking at each other. 

"Oh, has he?" Carina asks interestedly. 

Chuck laughs before continuing. "Yeah, as a matter of fact, he never 
stops, I have to tell him to shut up as I get fed up hearing about 
it. If you had to ask me, I would have to say he's fallen pretty deep 
already. The last time I heard him talking about someone like this 
was about his high school girlfriend. Heh . " Chuck finishes, as he 
glances at Sarah who was laughing as Chuck had already told her of 
his plans. 

Morgan could only sigh as he put his head in his hands, while telling 
himself 'No, no, no! Not cool Chuck, not cool. What are you doing 
man. I'll get you for this. This is gonna be a long night.' 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The small group had just ordered pizza and were in deep 
conversations as they all got to know each other better<p> 

"So Chuckles, tell me more about how you and Sarah first met." Carina 
says sitting in close proximity to Chuck as she cosied up to him 
while still receiving deathly glances from Sarah to which Carina pays 
no attention to as she continues to vibrantly chat away in her usual 



demeanour . 


"Yes Chuck, why don't you tell us all about it?" Morgan says, as he 
bends his head past Carina to make eye contact with Chuck while 
smiling at him. 'Two can play this game sucka. ' Morgan chuckles to 
himself proud at dropping his best friend in it. 

"Actually, you know what? I'd love to." Says Chuck as he smiles away 
as he proceeds to tell Carina for the next ten minutes how him and 
Sarah met each other, which leads to Morgan dying of boredom as he 
has to hear all about it while also leading to Sarah now being the 
one having to hold her head in her hands at what Chuck has done. 
She'll never hear the end of this now, knowledge is power for 
Carina . 

This particular topic of conversation continued for a short while 
longer as Carina and Chuck chatted away before Carina went to get 
wine while Morgan headed for the bathroom. 

"Chuck can I ask you something?" Sarah says, as she had to wait until 
they were both alone, as she doesn't want anybody privy to their past 
relationship. Chuck and Sarah were always a private couple who kept 
themselves to themselves, and Sarah wants it to remain that way, and 
to not open up the can of worms to Carina who is trying her best to 
find out everything about Sarah and Chuck's history. 

"Absolutely, you can ask me anything, what is it?" Chuck ask 
sincerely . 

"How did you remember that I don't like olives." She asks rather 
cutely . 

Chuck suddenly began to laugh uncontrollably for the next minute, 
causing Sarah to look at Chuck like he had four heads, as she didn't 
see what was so funny about the question. It was an honest 
question . 

"Chuck?" Sarah asks confused. 

"I'm sorry Sarah." He says mid laugh before trying to regain his 
composure to get serious "It's just, I still remember EVERYTHING 
about you." He says, emphasizing the word 'everything' as he begins 
to laugh once more, shaking his head. "I still remember your favorite 
toothpaste." He says honestly. 

"Did I ever tell you that you were a freak?" Sarah asks gob smacked 
at Chuck's confession. 

"Many times Sarah, many times." Chuck says, as he begins to laugh 
again, this time joined by Sarah in the action as she nudges into him 
as they play fight briefly but cutely. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Pizza's had now arrived and the small group were chatting as 
Chuck put on the movie, to Morgan's displeasure . <p> 

"Oh hell no, come on Chuck man! Not Marley & Me!" Morgan says, as he 
knows that everybody is going to get all emotional and it wont do 
much to help his plans to get laid. 



"What's wrong with it, it's a great movie." Chuck defends himself 
with Carina and Sarah quickly agreeing with him as Chuck snickered 
away to himself. 

"So Chuckles, why did you join the Navy?" Carina asks, which earns 
her more daggers from Sarah. 

"Followed in the footsteps of my father. He's actually an Admiral." 
Chuck deflects, unwilling to divulge that particular part of his 
past . 

"No way, that was him from the briefing?" Carina asks with a look of 
shock on her face. 

"Sure was." Says Chuck laughing before the group begin to tuck in and 
watch the beginning of the movie. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The small group were still in the middle of watching Marley &amp; 
Me, and Chuck was trying to enjoy it, despite Morgan's best 
intentions to spoil it as he hadn't stopped talking throughout the 
entirety of it. Deciding he had, had enough of Morgan speaking. Chuck 
decided it was time to continue on with his torturing of his 
XO . <p> 

"Did Morgan ever tell you how he joined the Navy Carina? I'm sure 
Sarah would also like to know, right Sarah?" Chuck says with a huge 
grin . 

"Oh yes, absolutely." Replies Sarah, as she grins and nods her head 
in response pretending to be deeply interested. 

"Eh, I'm not so sure Carina wants to know about all of that." Says 
Morgan quickly and sensing Carina was about to object, Morgan didn't 
give her chance to intercede as he continued on. 

"What we should be more interested in knowing is what bar's we're 
going to hit!" Says Morgan, doing anything he can to deflate Chuck's 
present line of topic. 

"Chuck you better be a good wingman tonight man." Morgan 
warns . 

"Morgan, we've already got women." Chuck sighs with his head in his 
hands, which causes Sarah and Carina to laugh at the actions of the 
two Navy men. 

"I mean in all other senses of the word Chuck." 

"When am I not?" Chuck laughs. 

"True brother, true." Says Morgan as he thinks of the hundreds of 
times himself and his brother have gotten drunk over the years. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The group of four had now arrived at the first of several bar's 
they planned to visit this evening and Morgan was extremely hyped up 



and was attempting to hype up the other three as he tells them to 
live fast and die young. <p> 

"Speak for yourself." Chuck and Sarah agree while Carina, wella€| . 
Carina already lives fast. 

The small group enter into the noisy and very busy bar. 

Chuck immediately starts bopping his head to the beat feeling it. 
"Yeahhh!" Chuck shouts above the music as he high fives a waiting 
Morgan . 

"Tonight is gonna be awesome!" Morgan shouts, as he gets pumped up 
and raises his arms as he takes in the atmosphere. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The group had now been in the first bar for an hour and Morgan 
was trying to rally the troops and keep them having fun as he starts 
to chant "Shots! Shots! Shots!" at the group as they queue up at the 
bar to get shots.<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chuck and Sarah were now around a table in deep conversation 
though they had to shout as it was pretty noisy in here right 
now . <p> 

"Wow Chuck, you Sailors sure know how to party!" Sarah shouts, as 
she's pretty shocked at how outgoing Chuck is compared to how he used 
to be. Though it's understandable, she thinks, as he's undergone a 
significant change in stature, as well as six years in the Navy. That 
would absolutely help confidence. Sarah thinks that Morgan is crazy, 
but sometimes you need a little crazy in your life. 

"Heh. Six years in the Navy does that to you!" He shouts back as he 
takes another swig of his beer. "What about you, you seem to be more 
adapt at partying than when we were in Stanford!" He shouts above the 
noise . 

"Six years of friendship with that will do that to you!" Sarah laughs 
as she points at Carina dancing crazily as she's trying to motion 
Chuck and Sarah over to joining her and Morgan. 

"Well, shall we?" Chuck asks with a grin. 

"I'm not so sure!" Sarah says a bit apprehensively as she 
laughs . 

"Come on!" Chuck says laughing, as he stands up and leads her up to 
follow him as she quickly follows him as they go to dance with Morgan 
and Carina as Carina vibrantly bounces all over the place. Morgan 
likewise was doing the same thing. 

'Those two are perfect for each other.' Chuck laughs to himself as 
the four of them all dance away like a bunch of lunatics. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>A short while later<p> 



The small group were now at a different bar and it was slightly 
quieter in this one, at least to the extent that they could have a 
conversation without having to shout at the top of their 
lungs . 

Carina was dancing away with Chuck as she continued to meddle into 
Chuck and Sarah's history. 

Sarah was watching on looking at Carina with her usual feeling of 
malice towards her best friend. More so today than usual however, as 
she was in close proximity to Chuck and if she sees anything she 
doesn't like she's going to kill her, and Sarah was already planning 
ways on how she could do it . 

"Hey Chuckles, you know that Sarah has not had a single guy since she 
left you right?" Carina whispers in close proximity to him. 

"What, really?" Chuck asks shocked as he stands back to question that 
statement, before looking in the direction of Sarah who looks more 
beautiful every single time he looks at her. 'Surely that can't be 
possible?' He asks himself. 

"I swear Chuckles, trust me, she's not been short of offers either. 
What about you? Have there been any other women since Sarah?" 

"A gentleman never tells." Chuck laughs in response as Carina 
continues to further pry at Chuck over his relationship with 
Sarah . 

Meanwhile, at a different location inside the same bar. 

"How are things with you and Chuck?" Morgan asks with his arm around 
his best friends old flame. 

"We're just taking things slow." Sarah admits. 

"It's probably for the best, you don't want to rush back into things 
again." Morgan agrees. 

"I miss him." Sarah admits dejectedly looking in the direction of 
Chuck dancing away. 

"Chin up doll." Morgan says, rubbing her arm. "Just give him the time 
he needs, he's going to need to learn to trust you again." Morgan 
shouts . 

"I will do absolutely anything to earn his trust again Morgan but 
what if it's not enough?" 

"Then it's not meant to be." Morgan replies honestly. 

Sarah's persona immediately becomes demoralized as she hangs her to 
look down at the floor. 

Morgan quickly interjects once more as he sensed the look of defeat 
on Sarah's face. 

"But I know my friend Sarah, heh, we shared BUD/S together and trust 
me there's no bigger bond than people who had to fight through that 



hell together and I'm absolutely convinced he's not over you." Morgan 
jokes to cheer up Sarah, before turning serious. 

"But Sarah, please don't hurt him again. If you want him back, make 
sure it's for keeps this time, don't leave him a second 
time . " 

"Morgan, if I lost him a second time I can safely tell you that I 
would no longer be on this earth." Sarah says zealously as she looks 
at Chuck dancing away with Carina as he is glancing back in her 
direction . 

Morgan has a sudden urge to have to choke back emotions. 'Hm, that's 
weird.' He thinks to himself, as he's not had feelings like this in 
over six years since Anna Wu left him. 

'Urghh.' He says disgustingly to himself, quickly shaking off the 
emotions as he slips back into his confident self. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"What has Carina been saying?" Sarah asks Chuck, as the pair were 
now in close proximity to one another talking away with beer bottles 
in their hands . <p> 

"Oh, I'm sure you know her better than me." Chuck says 
laughing . 

"Yeah, I do." Sarah laughs in response as they look longingly at each 
other . 

"Enjoying tonight?" Chuck asks Sarah. 

"I really am, how about you?" Sarah asks as she smiles while 
continuing to gaze into Chuck's eyes. 

"Me too." Says Chuck, as they begin to edge closer to kissing each 
other when they are suddenly interrupted by Carina mid action who 
drags Chuck off to dance with her, leading to Sarah snarling as her 
plans to kill Carina once more come back into fruition as she looks 
around the bar for a weapon. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Even Later That Evening<p> 

The small group of four had now just left the final bar of the 
evening and were all embraced together after a long night of 
drinking, dancing and conversation. The small group were all pretty 
drunk right now. 

"Hey guys, are you coming back to Morgan's apartment with us?" Carina 
asks as she wants to have an after party as the night is still young 
for her. 

Morgan, who is standing behind Carina is shaking his head and begging 
with his hands mouthing "Please no." 


Sarah and Chuck are just laughing at each other as they are embraced 
with their arm around each other. 



"What do you think Chuck?" Sarah asks while laughing. 

"I'm not so sure Sarah, what do you think?" Chuck says while also 
laughing as the pair look at Morgan who is making all kinds of hand 
signals behind Carina's back. 

Sarah takes a moment to pause, to add suspense to the situation 
before finally responding. 

"Maybe that's enough for one night." Sarah says finally as Morgan 
falls to his knees on the floor mouthing "Thank you." 

The two pairs now begin to say their good byes. 

"Thanks again for doing this Chuckles, I had a great night it was 
good to get to know you." Says Carina as she hugs and kisses Chuck 
which almost causes Sarah to remove one of her high heels to stick it 
into Carina's head. 

"You too Carina." Says Chuck as he reciprocates the actions. 

Carina and Sarah then hug and kiss, which causes Morgan to make an 
approving facial gesture while grinning away to Chuck as it lasted 
several seconds . 

'That's pretty awkward.' Chuck drunkenly thinks to himself. 

Morgan and Chuck then go through their usual bromance routine of fist 
bumping, shoulder bumping, hugging and whatever else they decide to 
add into the mix. 

The two pairs then separate and begin to head in opposite 
directions . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Chuck, you're evil, you know that right?" Sarah says laughing 
under the arm of Chuck once more.<p> 

"Only to people I don't like." Chuck retorts laughing away. 

They stop walking at the edge of the road while they wait to find a 
taxi and while they wait, Sarah has ideas on how they can keep warm 
as she turns to face Chuck as they embrace, proceeding to kiss each 
other fiery as Sarah attempts to deepen it while running her hands 
all over Chuck's well built body. 

The reconciling lovers quickly become lost in the moment as they 
attack each other with such passion, though that's mostly just Sarah, 
Chuck's just the passenger 'I need a cold shower or ten.' Chuck 
thinks to himself, as she's doing all kinds of things with her tongue 
to him as Chuck's brain quickly turns to mush. Thankfully, he opened 
his eyes when he did, as he just noticed a taxi and quickly broke 
from Sarah's grip on him, leading to groans from Sarah as they got 
into the waiting taxi. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sarah and Chuck had just arrived at Chuck's personal apartment 



separate from his base that he leases. <p> 


"So this is the home of the famous Commander Bartowski?" Sarah asks 
flirtatiously as he leads her into his apartment. 

"Heh, sure is. It's not much but it more than suits its purpose. I'm 
not here much anyway." Chuck finishes with a laugh, which causes 
Sarah to giggle as she can relate. 

"Oh yeah, I absolutely understand that. I'm leasing an apartment in 
D.C. and I'm not there much either." 

She says as Chuck puts his set of keys down on the table. 

"Come with me. I'll give you a tour." Chuck says, as he leads Sarah 
around his apartment. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Several minutes later<p> 

Chuck had just finished giving Sarah a tour of his apartment and they 
were now back in the living section in close proximity as Sarah 
begins to seductively pose. 

"Uh." Chuck says as his brain stops functioning as he looks at 
Sarah's provocative posture. 

"So, what's the plan for the rest of the night? Sarah asks 
flirtatiously, before grabbing hold of his shirt. 

"Drunken snuggles on the sofa while watching a rom com?" Chuck asks 
weakly . 

Suddenly, a huge grin forms on Sarah's face as she leaps to embrace 
and kiss him. "You haven't changed." She says cutely post 
kiss . 

"Neither have you." Chuck replies in the same tone, before proceeding 
to pick her up and throw her onto the waiting sofa, which causes 
Sarah to get extremely turned on at the ease in which he just did 
that. 'Okay maybe he has changed.' She thinks to herself as her mind 
continues to race with thoughts 'He can throw me anywhere.' Being the 
last one before he joined her on the sofa and she quickly melted into 
him . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sometime later<p> 

The Romantic Comedy had just finished and Chuck had spent the last 
hour playing with Sarah's hair and had to keep having to fight off 
Sarah's hand as it kept finding its way up his shirt as she wanted to 
play with the new instruments that weren't previously there when they 
were last together. 

"Time for bed." Chuck yawns, stretching his arms in the air. 

On hearing the word bed, Sarah darted up from the sofa in record time 
and was trying to pull at Chuck's arm to lead him to the bedroom. 



Chuck unfortunately, had other ideas. 


"I'll take the sofa Sarah." 

Sarah's face immediately began to fill with disappointment. 

"I'm sorry." He says sincerely. "I don't want a fling Sarah, I 
can't." He finishes, as he goes to a fetch one of the several 
blankets he has in reserve for when any of his men crash at his place 
as the lovers separated and headed for different places of 
rest . 

* * A/N **Next chapter might take a few days, I'm not feeling very well 
at the moment. I don't feel like eating anything and I have some very 
bad chest pains. The next chapter will be the final day before Charah 
ship to the Middle East and Chuck invites Sarah along to a couple of 
final team gatherings. 


16. Sarah, I Can't Lose You Twice 

In the words of the fantastic Officer Crabtree, "Good Moaning." 

I actually forgot to thank you guys last chapter, you all inspired me 
to extract revenge out on Morgan in the last chapter which was based 
on PM's and Reviews. It's pretty hard to extract revenge on Carina as 
she doesn't care the slightest bit but it felt good to get some 
revenge on Morgan for what they did, lol. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Previously : <em>"Time for bed." Chuck yawns, stretching his arms 
in the air.<em> 

_0n hearing the word bed, Sarah darted up from the sofa in record 
time and was trying to pull at Chuck's arm to lead him to the 
bedroom. Chuck unfortunately, had other ideas. _ 

_"I'll take the sofa Sarah. 

_Sarah's face immediately began to fill with disappointments 

_"I'm sorry." He says sincerely. "I don't want a fling Sarah, I 
can't." He finishes, as he goes to a fetch one of the several 
blankets he has in reserve for when any of his men crash at his place 
as the lovers separated and headed for different places of rest._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter Sixteen<strong> 
**Sarah, I Can't Lose You Twice** 
**2nd September** 

**Chuck's Apartment** 

**Virginia Beach** 

**Virginia** 



**United States** 


It was just after 11am and Chuck had only just finished breakfast. He 
had woken up pretty late this morning, considering that he usually 
wakes at 6am. Chuck wanted to take a shower right now more than 
anything, but he was waiting for Sarah to wake up as that would be 
awkward if she walked in on him while he was in the shower, he 
shivered at the thought, that would be very awkward indeed. 

He also had to skip out his usual morning run, as he didn't want to 
be out of his apartment when Sarah woke up, as that would not be the 
actions of a good host. Chuck was still in deep thoughts about his 
plans for the day when Sarah appeared at the doorway. 

"Hi Chuck." Sarah says from the doorway. 

"Hi-yo!" Is all Chuck could say as he had turned to greet Sarah only 
to see her wearing one of his Navy shirts that he had told her she 
could wear, more importantly however, every single inch of Sarah's 
long golden legs were on show. 

Chuck could only gape as he had to quickly cover his mouth with his 
hand as he began to choke as the air was suddenly very hot. 

"Help yourself to breakfast, it's all prepared." He says faster than 
he has ever said anything in his life as he quickly brushed past 
Sarah. "I'm gonna take a shower." He says as he leaves the kitchen to 
head to the bathroom to shower. 'And it's going to be a cold one, and 
then I'm gonna take a second one! ' He tells himself as he heads in 
lightning speed to cool off before he maybe does something he 
regrets . 

"Okay." Sarah laughs puzzled, as she is not awake yet and didn't 
catch onto why Chuck was behaving awkwardly. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>One hour later<p> 

Chuck was now driving Sarah back to his base, where her temporary 
quarters are. Chuck checked his watch to get a sense of time, as he 
had plans for a barbecue and an afternoon team get together at Chief 
Miller's house, he relaxes, as he still has plenty of time to spare 
before 14:00. 

"Do you have any plans today Sarah?" Chuck asks Sarah as he turns to 
look at her briefly before concentrating on driving again. 

"Nope, free as a bird, why?" Sarah says as she turns to look in the 
direction of Chuck. 

"Oh, it's just my troop are having a get together at Chief Miller's 
house, you'd be more than welcome to join us." Chuck says, as he 
concentrates on driving. 

"Oh, I'm not so sure." Sarah says a bit apprehensively, she's not 
really one for big crowds. 


"Come on, there's nobody else I'd sooner ask." Chuck says 



sincerely . 


"Well if you put it like that, how can I resist." Sarah jokes. 

Chuck grins. "Great, you'll love them, you've probably met most of 
them anyway." 

"I'll need some time to change, freshen up." 

"No problem at all, I can wait." Chuck says sincerely. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>One hour later<p> 

Sarah and Chuck had just arrived at Chief Miller's family home and 
immediately came under accurate gun fire causing Chuck and Sarah to 
have to take cover back inside Chuck's vehicle as they were bombarded 
with water from the group outside John Miller's home as Chuck's car 
took an afternoon shower for the next minute as they were surrounded 
on all sides. 

The volley of water continued until Jane and Sophie had to appear to 
stop the kids and the men who were just as bad as the kids to allow 
the young Commander and his companion to leave the car. 

"What have you signed me up for Chuck?" Sarah jokes. 

"Oh trust me, you've seen nothing yet." Chuck laughs as they can now 
finally exit his car. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>One hour later<p> 

Chuck and Sarah were now with a large portion of Chuck's troops inner 
circle. Chuck was playing cops and robbers with the kids and they 
were all chasing after him as he played the robber, while Sarah was 
standing around with the women of the troop though she was pretty 
zoned out as she usually is when she watches Chuck, who was making a 
fool of himself as her heart strings pull in every direction. 

Sarah had been introduced to everybody again, though she already knew 
most of them. There was Chief John Miller, his wife Sophie and their 
two sons. As well as Master Chief James Garcia, his wife Jane, their 
two daughters and son. Chief Daniel Rodriguez and his long term 
partner Rebecca and their son. First Class Neil Brown and second 
class Phillip Wilson were also in attendance, as well as a couple of 
John Miller's family friends and their children. 

Jane Garcia had winked at Sarah when she seen Sarah with Chuck, which 
caused Sarah to grin in response to the much older 
lady . 

"Miscarriage?" Rebecca suddenly asked Sarah who was still in deep 
thoughts. Sarah immediately snapped out of her daydream to look in 
the direction of Rebecca. 

"Oh I'm sorry, that was actually extremely rude of me." Rebecca says 
once more, before continuing sadly, "It's just, I've recently 



miscarried myself." She sadly says as she also watches all of the 
children running around after Chuck. 


"Oh, I'm so sorry." Sarah says sincerely as she rubs the arm of 
Rebecca. "I was just thinking, what if?" Sarah says dejectedly as she 
looks in the direction of Chuck once more who was now glancing back 
at her with his usual trademark Bartowski grin. 

"Commander must really like you, he's never brought anybody along 
before." Rebecca says as she brightens up once more. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sarah and Chuck were now just two of many people gathered around 
a large makeshift table as the close knitted group all ate barbecue 
and salad. Sarah had just been given a medium rare cheeseburger with 
extra pickles, courtesy of Chuck of course. <p> 

"Hi." Chuck says as he nudges into Sarah while conversations are 
ongoing all around the huge table 

"Hi yourself." Sarah says, nudging back into him. 

"Sorry I haven't talked much since we got here." Chuck says mid bite 
of a burger. 

"You had your hands full." Sarah jokes as the reconciling lovers 
continue their conversation as the large group all continue to enjoy 
each other's company. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Later that evening<p> 

Chuck had dropped Sarah off at base earlier while also inviting her 
at the same time along out this evening as the men and women went out 
on their own without the children. Sarah had accepted Chuck's 
invitation and after dropping Sarah off, he then went home to his 
apartment to freshen up and change into evening wear and was now back 
waiting inside Sarah's quarters as he waited for her to finish 
getting ready. 'Women.' He joked to himself as he had gone home 
showered, shaved and still made it back before she was ready. Though 
he was absolutely sure it would be well worth the wait. 

Sarah was also getting overnight things ready as Chuck had suggested 
she may as well just crash at his place again. Sarah and Chuck were 
getting a lift to the restaurant from Morgan and Carina who would now 
be joining them. Morgan was the designated driver this time around, 
leading to complaints from himself as he wanted to spend the final 
thirty six hours before deployment a drunken mess, though him and 
Carina would probably do that after they got back to his place and 
party into the morning anyway. 

Chuck was in deep thoughts when he seen Sarah emerge, but all 
thoughts suddenly stopped as his brain cells died and his brain went 
off to heaven. Sarah was wearing a teal strapless cocktail dress and 
matching high heels 

'How many showers in one day do I need with this woman?' Chuck jokes 
to himself as the reconciling couple look at each other 



lustfully . 


"SarahaCi You know that you're the only person in this world who can 
cause me to be at a loss for words?" Chuck says, unable to disengage 
his eyes away from Sarah. 

"Chuck, the feeling is mutual." Says Sarah, as she runs her hands 
down his shirt while kissing him passionately before having to 
quickly stop herself before she loses the small amount of self 
control she has remaining and would be forced into devouring him on 
the spot . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Sarah and Chuck were now at the usual large bar &amp; grill 
restaurant that Chuck's troop use for social gatherings. The men and 
their companionsspouses were chatting away outside the restaurant 
while they waited for the final members to arrive before they were 
seated . 

Chuck had greeted everybody who arrived so far and the final two 
members who were joining them had just arrived together. Chuck walked 
over to greet Third Class Matthew Perez and Second Class Sam Walker, 
the two men under his command that he had reprimanded a week ago who 
had been the instigators of a bust up in Chuck's troop. 

"It's good to see you two have made it up." Says Chuck, as he smiles 
away while he shakes both of their hands. 

"Was just heat of the moment sir, all is well." Says Second Class Sam 
Walker, with Third Class Perez agreeing as they pat each other on the 
shoulder . 

"That's good to know." Says Chuck as he walks into the restaurant 
with his arm around both of them as everybody was here now. 

Chuck, Sarah, Morgan, Carina, Master Chief Garcia, Jane Garcia, Chief 
Miller, Sophie Miller, Chief Rodriguez, Rebecca, First Class Brown, 
Second Class Wilson, Second Class Walker and Third Class Perez were 
all sat around a table and were chatting away to each other while 
eating and drinking as their final gathering as a team before they 
ship out. Sarah and Chuck this time were seated next to each other 
and Sarah had reached for his hand several times under the table and 
had attempted to put her hand on his thigh on at least three 
occasions causing Chuck to attempt to mouth at Sarah to stop it who 
probably didn't even realize she was doing it as she slipped back 
into old natural instincts of whenever they used to go out together 
as a couple. 

"I would like to make toast to old friends and new friends." Master 
Chief James Garcia says, as he points in the direction of Sarah and 
Carina who were being integrated into the group and the strong bond 
that they have over each other. 

The group all raise their glasses to toast to old and new friendships 
before proceeding to clamour for their CO to make a final 
speech . 

Sighing, as he didn't particularly feel like making a speech tonight. 
Chuck stood up anyway as he did want to give thanks to a group of 



people who would be tested in the coming months while his troop were 
deployed . 

"I would be a stone faced liar if I said that a service person didn't 
have it easier when we are deployed on duties. We have the easy part, 
we are living our dream." He stops, to pause as he looks at every 
single person around the table, which earns him some "Speak for 
yourself." remarks from several of the guys of his troop. 

Chuck continues further. "But seriously, we get to play around with 
guns while every single mother, father, child, spouse is sat at home, 
trying to keep the family together in all the months that we are 
away, waiting for that dreaded day where they are informed that their 
loved one has been killed in action, glued to the news each day to 
find out news of casualties. I can speak for every single guy here in 
saying we cannot even begin to imagine what that is like for you." He 
says pausing, as he nods at all of the spouses of his men in 
attendance. "You guys are the real heroes, not us." He says sincerely 
and powerfully. "So a toast then, to family." Chuck finishes. 

"To family." The entire group raise their glass to toast, before 
Chuck sits back down as the group chatter continues once more. 

Sarah once more connected her hand with Chuck's as they looked into 
each others eyes lovingly for an indefinite period of time as the 
whole table were smiling away and in deep chatter as they continue to 
spend a final night in each others company before they are all 
separated for months and maybe even for some, an eternity. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>00:00 hours<p> 

Chuck and Sarah had just been dropped off at Chuck's apartment by 
Morgan and Carina. Three of them were quite merry, with Morgan being 
the odd one out . 

Carina and Sarah were now saying their good byes to each other as 
they would not be seeing each other for a few months now as Carina 
would be joining up with Colonel Casey's Delta Force Detachment in 
Afghanistan while Sarah would be liaising with Chuck's DEVGRU 
Squadron and Cole Barker's British SAS Squadron. 

The two best friends had said their goodbyes and Carina now turned 
her attention to Chuck. "Look after her for me Chuckles please." 
Carina said as she hugged and kissed Chuck once more "I will." He 
says honestly. 

And with that, the two pairs had split up once more leaving Chuck and 
Sarah standing alone outside his apartment. 

Chuck and Sarah were now purposely glancing at each other one more 
and Chuck was still mesmerized with Sarah's beauty on display this 
evening . 

"Sarah I know I already told you earlier but just wowa€ ..." He stops 
speechless as he nods his head up and down to add emphasis to his 
compliment . 


"You're so sweet Chuck." 


Sarah says, overcome with emotions because 



of how amazing he makes her feel. 


"Sweet? Gee thanks for making me feel like I'm eight." Chuck jokes as 
Sarah continues to eye him up and down like a predator which causes 
Chuck to gulp. If Chuck was eight it would be highly illegal for 
Sarah to be having the current thoughts that she is having about 
him. 

"We should probably go inside." Chuck says, sensing Sarah was about 
to jump him in the street which would get them arrested for indecent 
exposure . 

"That might be wise." Sarah says while laughing but with a serious 
tone . 

Chuck opens the door to his apartment and Sarah enters first with 
Chuck closing the door behind her, as soon as the door is closed 
Sarah turned and began to kiss Chuck sensually as her hands moved 
suggestively all over his body. They are rooted to the spot for the 
next minute as the reconciling lovers kiss and explore each other's 
body with their hands with more than six years of built up sexual 
frustration shared between the two. 

Sarah had long dropped her hand bag that she was holding onto the 
floor and Sarah's overnight bag that Chuck was carrying for her had 
also been dropped out of his hands as Sarah began to lead Chuck 
towards the bedroom inside his apartment. 

Chuck, in a brief moment of Courage? or Stupidity? He has no idea, 
his brain had died suggested that he should probably take the couch 
again as he was quickly being led by Sarah further towards to the 
bedroom . 

"Not tonight Chuck, we've shared a bed hundreds of times." Sarah says 
as she continues to kiss his face off while leading him further 
toward the bedroom. 

"True." Is all Chuck can say, completely brain dead as blood quickly 
runs to other parts of his body instead. 

They had entered Chuck's bedroom and Sarah and Chuck's hands were 
continuing to explore parts of each other that they last touched six 
and a half years ago. 

Sarah had thrown Chuck onto the bed and was quickly on top of him as 
she continued to kiss him while opening his shirt before running her 
hands and lips all the way down his chest. 

Chuck was getting extremely turned on and had no single ounce of 
resist left in in his body as he had surrendered every single part of 
himself to his soul mate. 

Suddenly, Chuck turned the aggressor as he flipped Sarah over as they 
continued to kiss while Sarah continued to run her hands all over his 
torso. Sarah was extremely turned on right now and was probably 
already close to climax and they had only just left first base and 
starting their second phase, though that probably comes with yearning 
for somebody for more than six years, it had been so long since she 
was this intimate with a man, hell this was the only man she had ever 
been or looked at sexually for that matter. 



"Chuck please." Sarah says, tired of kissing already, he was always a 
slow lover, even when they were together he used to tease her until 
she would explode. 

Trying to flip him over so she could be the one to set the pace once 
more though unsuccessfully as he stops her, as Chuck pins her arms to 
the bed while continuing to kiss her causing her to get even more 
turned on. 

Chuck began to carefully help Sarah out of her dress, though she 
wouldn't have cared if he would have just ripped it off as he was 
taking to darn long. Sarah was now down to a matching underwear set 
and Chuck was also belt less as she continued to attempt to pull at 
his pants which were being so darn resistant 'Where is a knife when 
you need one.' Sarah thinks to herself as she wants them both to be 
bare this instant. 

Suddenly, Chuck had stood up from the bed and Sarah immediately 
became concerned. "Chuck?" She asks warily. 

"Protection." He says as he reaches into his pants to take out his 
wallet while sitting back down on the bed as Sarah began to kiss his 
neck from behind. 

He opened his wallet where he always left a single condom as he 
always thought it would be better to be safe than sorry but to his 
dismay it was replaced with a note that read; iou one condom. Your 
pal, Morgan, ps . You wont be needing it ever anyway. Lol. 

"What the f..." Chuck stopped mid sentence pretty pissed off. 

Sarah had just read the note mid neck kiss. "Chuck, we don't need 
it." Sarah says exasperated, as she continues to kiss him from behind 
but he had now completely closed off again. 

Chuck had now stood up, he turned to face Sarah. 

"I can't Sarah, not like this, it wouldn't be right." Chuck 
admits . 

"Please Chuck, I need you." Sarah says lustfully. 

He pauses, putting his arms up in the air in resignation. "I'm so 
sorry, this is too fast, I'm not ready. I can't lose you twice Sarah 
it would kill me." 

And with that. Chuck leaves the bedroom, leading to Sarah falling 
flat on the bed with six and a half years of sexual frustration as 
she slams her fist and head into the duvet menacingly screeching "I'm 
going to kill you Morgan Grimes!" 

* * A/N* * AHAHAHAHA. Sorry everybody. This is actually the end of the 
first arc. The next chapter begins on board the USS John C. Stennis 
and I'm now probably going to take a week's break from the story, as 
I'm going to need to do research etc. 

You might hate me right now for doing that to Charah but you will 
forgive me when you see the scene that I have planned that actually 
makes them reconnect as lovers. Though I'm not going to lie to you. 



it's going to take a while, so don't expect it to come suddenly in 
the next chapter as the tensions of war and the stress and challenges 
of being involved in a conflict are now about to come into fruition, 
the last few chapters have all just been the calm before the 
storm. 

I think Morgan is presently leading you guys 2-1. Maybe tell me some 
things that you would like to see happen to him? :P 


End 
f ile . 



